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INDIAN SUMMER OF A FOKSYIE 
I 


On* tho last day of Mav in th«' t^irly ‘ninrties. about six 
r)’ckxk of ‘ Oio cvcmn;;. old Jolyon b'orsyte sat undiT 
thr CKik tree below the terrau* of housi* at Ko!)in 
Hill, lie wa.^uaitin^ (or the midges to bite luin, before 
ahancloiiing iht‘ gl<»ry of the aftern<K>n liis thin 
bnmn hand, vvlnre blue veins stfXHl out. held the eml 
nf a (li^ar in its tapering, long-naiicd fingers- a |>oinlefl, 
piill^lled nail liad survived with him from those earbt r 
Vietonin days when to loiuh nothing, evtui with the 
tips of the lingers, had^bern so <iistingmshed. His 
domcil forehea<b great white mouslai he, •|*mu theeks, 
and long lean jaw were coverts! lrr»m the westering 
sun.-hine bv an f>ld brown Panama hat. His li^s were 
(ro-vsetl: m all his attitude was serenity and a Ttind of 
elegam e, as <d an old man who every morning pul e.iu 
(!(’ Cologne upon his silk handkeri hief At his feet lav 
a wMwjlly brown aml-whiie dug trung to b< a Pomeranian 
’ the dog Balthasar between w'hom and old Jolyon primal 
awrsuan liad t lianged into attachment with the \eais. 
CloM* to his thair was a swing, and on the swing was 
seated one Af Holly '.s dolls — called ’ Duffer Alice with 
her Ixwly fallen over Iut legs and her doleful rn»se buriecl 
m a hla”( k p»ttuoat. She was never out |f disgrace, so 
it di<l not inatK r to her how she sat. Below the oak tree 
the lawn dipped demn a bank, stretched to the fernery, 
and, beyond that rehneraent, became fields, dropping to 
the jjKJtul, the loppue, and the prosper t—' khne, remark* 
able '--at which Swithin Forsyte, fioni under Ihi.s very* 
tree had sUred five years ago "when he drove dow*n wf!h 
Irene to look at the house. Old Jolyon iuirf heard of his 
brother's exploit - -that drive whidi h.vi lK*cc>me quit^^ 
cel#brate<l on Forsyte 'Change,' Swithin! And the 
fellow had gone and died, last NoveadxT.^l the age of 
unlv se^-ntv i^ine, renewing the doubt whether Forsytes 
tould liv'e for ever, wnuh had first arisen when Aunt 
Ann p;issed away. Ditnl! .md letf only Jf>lyon aiul 
James. Roger and Nicholas and Imudhy, Julia, Hester, 
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Susan! And old Jolyon thought Eighty-five ! I don’t 
fcfd it— except when I get that pain.’ 

His memory went searching. He had not felt his age 
f since he had bought his nephew Soames' ill-starred house 
and settled into it here at Robin Hill over three years 
ago. It was if he had be^n getting younger ^every 
spring, living in the country with his son anc^ his grand- 
t nildreri — June, and the little ones of the second marriage, 
jolly and Holly: living down here out of the racket of 
I-oncion and the cackle of Forsyte ' Change^’ free of his 
tK)ards. in a delicious atmosphere of no work and all play, 
with plenty of ex t npation in the perfecting ^nd mellowing 
of the house and its twenty acres, and in ministering to 
the whims of Holly and jolly. All the knots and cranki- 
ness, which had gathered in his heart during that long 
and tragic business of June, Soames, Irene his wife, and 
poor vijung Bosinney, had been smoothed out. Even 
June bad thrown off her melamholy at last — witness this 
travel in Spam she was taking now with her father and 
her step-mother. Curiously •perfect peace was left by 
tlicir d^'jiarture; blissful, yet blank, because his son was 
not there, jo was never anything but a comfort and a 
pleasure to him nowadays — an amiable chap; but women, 
somehow— -even the best — got a little on one’s nerves, 
unless of course one admired them. 

Far-off a cuckoo called; a wood-pigeon was cooing 
from the first elm-tree in tlic field, and how the daisies 
and buttercups had sprung up after the last mowing! 
The wind had got into the sou ’-west, too^a delicious 
air, sappy ! He pushed his hat back and let the sun' 
fall on his %hin and cheek. Somehow, to-day, he 
wanted company— wanted a pretty face to look at. 
People treate<l the old a.s if they wanted nothing. And 
with the un-Forsytean philosopnv which ever intruded 
on his soul, he thought: ' One’s never had enough! 
With a f(X)t in the grave one’ll want something. I 
sHbuldn’t t>e surprised!’ Down here— away from the 
exigencies of affairs — his mndchildrcn, and the flowers, 
trees, birds of his little domain, to say nothing of sun 
and moon and stars alxjve them, said, ' Open sesame,^ to 
him day and bight. And sesame had openwi— how much, 
perhaps, he did not know. He had always beeif respon- 
sive to what they h^ begun to cAl ' Nature,’ genuinely, 
almost religiously, responsive, though he had never lost 
his habit of (galling a sunset a sunset and a view a view, 
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however deeply they mipht move him. But nowadayti 
Nature actt^dlv made him ache, he a|>preciate<l it »o 
Ever>* one ^ these calm, hnpht. hMif^thenmg <lays, witii 
Holly's hand in his, and the lialtliasar ih front UK>k’ 
ing studiously for what he never fount!, wouhl stroll, 
watching the roses op«*n, fruit butlding on the walls, 
sunlight • brightening the oak leaves and saplings in 
the copgnt e, watching the water lily leaves unfold 
and glist\n, and the silvery young torn of the one 
wheatfie.ld'% listening to the starlings ami skylarks, 
and the Al(|trTiey tows chewing the ttifl, fluking slow 
their tufU'd Uiils; and every one td these line days he 
ached a little from sheer lt»ve ol it all, feeling perhaps 
deep down, that In* had not very miuh longer to enjoy 
it. The thought Uiat some dav— -i>erhaps not ten years 
heme, perliaps not five — all this world w'Oiikl Ih^ taken 
away from him, before he had e-xhaust(ul his pt>wers 
of loving it, seemed to* him in the natfre of an in- 
justice brotvling over his. horizon. If anjihing tame 
after this life, it uouldii^t l>e what he wauled; not 
Robin Hill, and flowers and birds and pretfy faces 
—tix) few. even now, of thost? aluiut him I With 
the years hi.s dislike of humbug had increa^etl; the 
orthodoxy he had wtirn in the 'sixties, as he had 
worn suh’ whiskers out of sheer exuberance, hatl long 
drop{H.*<l ofl, leaving him reverent before three things 
alone — beauty, upright romliut, and the sense tif 
proju'rtv: and the greatf'St of these now was bt'aiity. 
He had alii-'ays had wide interests, and, indeed could 
still read 7'he Ttmt's, but he was liable at joiy fnonuint to 
put it down as if he hean! a bla< kbird^Ting. Upright 
conduct, projjerty — somehow, they were tiring; the 
blackbirds and the sunsets never tired him, only gave 
him an uneasy feeling that he could not get enough 
of them. Staring into the stilly radiaiue of the eariy 
evening and at the little gold ami white flowers on 
lawn, a thought came to him: this we.'^her w;ls like 
the inii.sic of ' Orfeo,' which he had rer»‘ntly heard at 
Covent Garden. A I^eautiful o|>era, not like Meyerbeer, 
no! even quite Mozart, but. in its way,.j>^'ihaf>s even 
more lovely;, something ctassicai and nl the Golden 
Age aft)ut it, chjist^ and mellow, an<l the Kavogh 
’ almost worthy of the ohl days highest pnusc he could 
bestow. The yearning ol (>ri)h«?us for the t>eauty he 
was losing, for his love going down to J-Iades, a.s in 
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life, love and beauty did go— -the yearning which sang 
and throbbed through the golden music, .stirred also 
in tlje lingering beauty of the world that evening. And 
*with the tij) of his cork-soled, clastic-sided boot he 
involuntarily sirred the ribs of the dog Balthasar, 
causing the animal to wake Jifid attack his fleasi for 
though he was supposed to have none, nothing couhl 
persuade him of the fact. When he had findshed, he 
rubbed the place he had been scratching a,^iinst his 
master’s cidl, and settled down again wifch his chin 
f)ver the inst(‘p <jf the disturbing boot, j^nd into old 
Jolyon’s mind came a sudden recollection — a face he 
hiui seen at that opera three weeks ago — Irene, the wife 
of his precious nephew Soames, that man of property ! 
Though he had not met her since the day of the ‘ At 
Home ' in his old house at Stanhope Gate which, 
celebrated hi.s granddaughter June’s ill-starred engage- 
ment to ycu^g Bosinney, he«had remembered her at 
once, for he liad always admired her — a very pretty 
creature. After the de^ith «f young Bosinne>^ whosi' 
mistxcsjt she had so reprehensihly become, he had heard 
that she had left Soames at once. Gotxiness only 
knew what she had- been doing since. That sight 
of her face — a side view’ — in the row in front, had been 
literally the only reminder these three yciirs that she was 
vSlill alive. No one ever spoke of her. And yet Jo 
had told him something onc(‘ — something which had 
upset him completely. The boy liad got it from 
George Forsyte, he believed, who had seen Bosinney in 
the fog Hie day he was run over — something which 
explained the^^oung fellow's distress — an act of Soames 
tow'ards his wife — a shocking art. Jo had seen her, 
loo, Uiat aftenioon, after the news w’as out, seen her for 
a moment, and his description had always lingered in 
old Jolyon's mind — ‘ wild and lost ' he had called he*r. 
Ami next day June had gone there-bottled up her 
feelings and^ gone there, and tlie maid had cried 
and told her how her mistress hatl slipped out in the 
night and vanished. A tragic business altogether! 
One thing was certain — Soames had never been aftjle 
to lay liand^ on her again. And he ^as living at 
Brighton, and journeying up and dowm — a fittiftg fate, 
the man of property ! For when he once took a dis- 
like to anyone — as he had to his nephew — old Jolvon 
never got dvef it. He rememlx=*re<l .still the sense of relief 
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with which he had heard the news of Irene's disappear- 
ance. It had been shiKkinj^ to think of her a pnsoner 
in that hoifse to which she must have wandered back, 
when Jo saw her, wandered hack for a moment - tik^ 
a wonndnl animal to its hole after that news, 

' Tnjp-ic death of an Atfhitect,' in the stn^ei Her fate 
had .stnn,k him wry niuth the other mote 

b/'.mtifnl than he had rtnneinhered, but hke a mask, 
with sor^ethini; on lH‘neath it. A ynuiii; woman 

still — twebjyei^ht jierhap^. Ah, well* Vetv likely 
she had another lo\<*r by now. But'at thi.> stibveiMve 
thoijj^ht — fol married women should never love: oiue, 
even, hat] been too mm h- his instep ro^e. and with it 
the doji; H.a]th.i.''ar’s head. The sa^.ji ions .mimal sto<*<! 
up and hxjked into old Jolv<m's f;u e. ‘ Walkr ' 1 h’ seemed 
to sav, and old Jolyon answered: " Cemn' on, old 
thap!'* 

Slowly, as was their 4 vont, they crossed anion^ the 
roiistellatinns of butteitups and ilaisies, and entered the 
fernery. This t(‘nture, where verc little ijrew as vet, 
had he<‘n judicitnislv drcippe<l below the- leve l ot #he lawn 
so that it iiuf^hl come up again on the h vel of the other 
lawn and give the impresshni of irregnlantv, .so important 
in hortuulture. Its nnks and eartli were behived of 
the <Iog IkUUia' ii, w’ho sometimes found a mole there. 
(,)!d Joivon rnaih* a jxiint of passing Ihiough it bciause, 
though It wa.s not beautiful, he inteiule<l that it shoulrl 
be. soni*' <iav. and he would think. ' I must get Varr to 
come down and hx)k at it; he’s fwdter than Heeih/ 
For plants, like houses and human complaint*, refiiiireil 
tile best expert consideration. It was4 inhabited by 
snails, and if .ictompanied by his grandchildren, 
he would ]>uinl to one and tell them the story f»f the 
little boy who said: ' Ha%'c plurnincrs got Iegger‘>, 
•Mother.^' ' No. sonny.’ ’ Then darned if I haven't 
been ami swallowed a snileybob.' And when Ihev 
skipped and clutclied his hand, thinking of the snileylHih 
going down the little Uiy t* red lane, hi?> eyes would 
twinkle. Emerging from the fernery, he opened the 
wiiket gate, which just there led into the first field, 
a Urge and uark-hke area, out of wdiich? wdthin bru k 
walls, 4he vegetable garden had been carviul. Olf! 
Jolyon avoided tliis, t'hkh did not suit his mood, and 
made down the hill towards the* pond, iialtha.sar, 
who km'W' a water-rat or two, gamlKilled in front, at 
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the gait which marks an oldish dog who takes the same 
walk every day. Arrived at the edge, old Jolyon 
stood, noting another water-lily opened sinc^ yesterday; 
♦le would Show it to Holly to-morrow, when * his 
little sweet * had got over the upset which had followed 
on her eating a tomato at lunch^her little arrangements 
were very delicate. Now that Jolly had. gone to 
school — hus first term — Holly was with him nearly all 
day long, and he missed her badly. He felt tSat pain, 
too, which often bothered him now, a little dragging at 
liis left side. looked back up the hill. Really, 
poor young Bosinney had made an uncommonly good 
jol> oi the hou.se; he would have done very well for 
iiimself if he had lived! And whore was he now? 
Perhaps, still haunting this, the site of his la.st work, of 
his tragic love affair. Or was Philip Bo.sinney’s spirit 
diffused in the general? Who could say? That dog 
was getting Ids legs muddy! ^nd he moved towards 
the coppice. * There had been the most delightful 
lot of bluebells, and he knewi where some still lingered 
like littlt patches of sky fallen in between the trees, away 
out of th<‘ sun. He passed the cow-houses and the hen- 
houses tluTe in.stalled, and pursued a path into the tliick 
of the saplings, making for one of the blue-bell plots. 
Ballhasiir. preceding him once more, uttered a low 
growl. Old Jolyon stirred him with his foot, but the 
dog remained motionless, just whore there was no 
room to pass, and the hair rose siow'Iy along the centre 
of his W(X>Ily back. Whether from the growl and the 
look of Urn* dog’s slivered hair, or from the sensation 
which a man fc cls in a wood, old Jolyon also felt Some- 
thing move along his spine. And then the path turned, 
and there w;is an old mossy log, and on it a woman 
sitting. Her face was turned away, and he had just 
time to think : ’ She's trespiissing — I must have a 
board pul up! ' Ixtore she turned. Powers alx>ve! 
■fffe fjice he had st^en at the opera — the very woman he 
had just bi?en* thinking of! In that confused moment he 
siw things blurretl, as if a spirit — cjueer effect — the .slant 
of sunlight |>eihajis on her violet-grey frcKk. And tl»en 
she rose and* stood snuiing, her head a little to one 
side. * • 

Old Jolyon thought: ‘ How^ ^iretty she is!* She 
did not apt'^ak, neitKer did he; and he realized why with 
a certain admiration. She was here no doubt because of 
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some memory, and did not mean to try and get out of it 
by vulgar t^planatjon. 

Don't li't that dog touch your fnx.k/' he said; " he’s 
got wet feet, C'orne here, you!" * • 

Jhit lh<' dog Haltiiasar went on towan|j the visitor, who 
})ut Jier hand down anft stroked hi.s liead. Old Jolyon 
‘iidquirkjy; 

*' 1 saw you at the opera the other night: you didn’t 
iiotue me ! ’’ 

■' Oh. v^s! I did." 

Me felt a siihllr flatter\^ in that, .\s though she hud 
added : ' Do you think one couU! miss se<‘mg you?’ 

*' They’re ail in Spain," he n-inarked ahruptly. " I’m 
alone; I drove up tor the oficra. The Kavogli's goex!. 
Have you seen the < owdunis<*s?" 

In a situation so charged with mysteiy^ and something 
very like emotion he mov«'<l instinctively towards Uial 
hit of })rop(*rty. and .shat moved Ijeside hiijp. Her figure 
.swayed faintly, like the fiest kind of French figures; her 
dre'-s. too. was a sort of irreiu h grey. He noticed two 
-r three silver threads in her arnlier coloured h;u 9 strange 
hair with thos<‘ dark eyes of hers, and that creamy pale 
face. A sutiden suieiong l<x)k fn»m the velvety brown 
••yes disturbed him, ft .seemed to come from deep and 
far. from iinother woihi alinfjst, or at all events from 
some one not living very much in this. And he »aid 
ni(\ hanically ; 

" Wliere are you living now?" 

' 1 have a little flat in ('helsea." 

He did not want to hear what slie was doing, did not 
want to hear anything; but the perveitc word came 
out: 

' Alone? " 

She nodded. It was a relief to know that. Aiul it came 
into his mind that, but for a twist of fate, she would have 
been mistress Of this coppice, showing these cow-houses^ to 
him, a visitor. 

" All Alderneys," he muttered: " tl^ey give the 
liest milk. This one's a pretty creature, VVoa, 
Myrtle!" 

The fawn-coloured cow, with eyes as sdft and brown 
as Irens's ow5i, was standing absolutely siiil, not having 
long been milked, Sh? looked round at them out of the 
comer of those lustrous, mild, cynical eyes, and from her 
grey lips a little dribble of saliva threaded way towards 
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the straw. The scent of hay and vanilla and ammonia 
rose in the dim light of the cool cow-house; an^ old jolyon 
said : 

• " You must < ome up and have some dinner with me. 
ril send you hopje in the carriage.” 

He perceived a struggle going* on within her; na^ral, 
no doubt, with her memories. But he wanted her com- 
pany; a j)rettv face, a charming figure, beauty!. He had 
been alone all the aftcTnoon. Perhaps his eyes were 
wistful, for she answered: ” Thank you, Ury:Ie Jolyon, 

I shfiuld lik»* to.” 

He nd»bed his hands, and said : 

” Capital! Let's go up then!” And preceded by the 
dog Bahha-sar, they ascended through the fiehl. The sun 
was ahnosl fi ve] in their faces now, and he could sec, 
not only those silver threads, but little lines, ju^t deep 
enough to stamp her beauty wdth a coin-like fineness — 
the sp<‘( ial of life unsliaredi with others. ” I'll take 
her in by the terrace,” he thoughi ; ” I won’t make a 
lOininon visitor of her.” • 

” \Vh»t d(» yem do all day?” he said. 

” Teach nuiCK . I have another interest, too.” 

” Work’” siiid old.Jolvon, picking up the doll from 
off the swing an<l smoothing its black petticoat. ” Nothing 
like it, is there ^ 1 don't do any now. I’m getting on. 
What interest is t hat ? ” 

” Trvdng to help women who’ve come to grief.” 

Old jolyon did not quite understand. ” To grief?” 
hf reiM-ated; then realised with a shoik that .she 
meant exiUtlv what he w'ould have meant Inmself if he 
had used lh#t e.vpression. Assisting the Magdalenes 
of London ! What a weird and territying interest ! 
And. ciiii(t>itv overcoming his natural shrinking, he 
aslu'd : 

*' Wliy? What do you do for them?” 

^ Not much. I've no money to spare. I can only give 
sympathy and food sometimes.” 

involuntarily old Jolyon's hand sought his purse. He 
s;u<l hastily: ’** How d'you get hold of them?” 

” 1 gi> lo a ho*if>ii,il.” 

' ' A hc'spiu^ ! Phew ! * ’ 

' Wlial s hurts me most is that once they n#arly all 
had some sort of biyuty.” * 

Old Jolycm straightened the doll. ” Beauty!” he 
ejaculatwl : ”Ha! Yes! A s:id business!” and he 
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move<i towards the house. Through a French window, 
under sun-blinds not yet drawn up, he precedetl 
her into the rewm whe're he was wont to study The 
Times and the .sheets of an agricultural magazine, with* 
huge illustrations <^f mangold wurzels^ and the like, 
which provided Holly •with material for her pamt 
l>nish, 

“ Dinner's in half an hour. V'ouM like to wash your 
hands! I'll lake you to June's roinn." 

He s^iw h^*r l(H)king rouiul eagerly; what changes since 
'.he had Iasi visilcd this house with heV hushanil, or her 
!(Her, or bt>th ju^rhaps— -he ditl now knenv, touhl imt Siiy ! 
All that was dark, and he wished to leave it so. Hui what 
I ii.oige'j' And in the hall he said: 

■ Mv boy Jo's a painter, you know He's got a lot of 
taste li isn't mine, c»f course, but I’ve let him have hi> 
wav " 

She was stantiing vcry*stili. her eyes roiunmg through 
the hall and music rtKirh, it lenv was- an thiown into 
(MU', under (he great skyl^ht. Did Jolyon hatl an odd 
iinpn'.ssitm of her. Was' she trying to conjure s^nnelMxly 
from the shAdes of that spate, where the uilouniig was 
.dl p'’irlgrey and silver'* He would have harf gold 
hiniM lf. more lively and solid. Hut Jo had I’Yem h tastes, 
and it had come out shadowy like that, with an etiec t 
as of the fume of cig.iretle.', the (hap w.'is ;dways 
Muokm;:, liK'ken here and there by a little bla/e 
of Idu*' or iriniMm (.olour it was not /n.s dream ! 
Mentally he had hung thi.s space with those gtild-franu’d 
masterpieces of still and stiller life which he had 
Ixiught in days when rpiantity was prei afis. And now 
where were they? Sold for 'a song! Ihat somelhing 
whuh made him, alone among Forsyte-^, move with the 
times had warned him against the struggh^ to retain 
them. But in his study he still ha*i ' Dutch Fishing 
Boats at Sunset.' 

He began to mount the 'tairs with heT. slowly, for lie 
felt his side. 

The^e are the bathnnims.” he said, "and other 
arrtingcment?. I'vt had them tiled. The nurseries are 
along there. And this is Jo's and his wife’s. They all 
(ommuhUate? But you remember, I expert." 

Irene nodded. They passed on up the gallery and 
entered a large room with a small l>ed, and several 
windows. 
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“ This is mine," he said. The walls were covered 
with the photographs of children and , water-colour 
sketches, and he aoded doubtiuUy: 

• *' These are Jo’s. The view's first-rate. You can see 
Uie Grand Stand at Epsom in clear weather," 

The sun was*down now, belftnd the house, anc^ over 
the ‘ prospect ' a luminous haze had setUfed,.. emanation 
of the long and prospt^riou.s day. Few houses showed, 
but fields and trees faintly glistened, away to a loom of 
downs. 0 . 

" The country' changing," he .said abruptly, " but 
there it'll be when we’re all gone. Look at those thrushes 
— the birds are sweet here in the mornings. I'm glad 
to have washed my hands of London." 

Her face was dose to the window j>ane, and he wa.s 
struck by its mournful look. ' Wish I could make her 
l<K>k happy!' he thought. ‘A pretty face, but sad!' 
And taking ^ his can of hott water he went out into 
the gallery. ^ 

" This is June’s room," ke said, opening the next 
door ai^ putting the can down; " I think you'll find 
everything." And closing the door behind her he w’ent 
back to his own room. Brushing his hair with his great 
elx)ny brushes, and dabbing his forehead with eau 
de Cologne, he mused. She had come so strangely 
— a sort of visitation, mysterious, even romantic, as if 
his desire for company, for beauty, had been fulfilled 
by — whatever it was which fulfilled that sort of thing. 
And btjfore the mirror he stniighteiuxl his still upright 
hgure, i)a*»t‘d the bnishes over hi.s gre.«'it while moustache, 
touc.h<*(l uri hil eyebrows with eau de Cologne, and rang 
the bell. 

" I forgot to let them know that I have a lady to 
dinner with me. Lot cook do something extra, and tell 
Beacon to have the landau and pair at half-past ten to 
drive her back to Town to-night. Is Miss Holly 
asfpep?" 

'Hie maid thought not. And old Jolyon, passing down 
the gallery, stole on tiptoe towards the nursery and 
oi>eiu«i the door whose hinges he kept specially oiled 
that he might slip in and out in the evenings without 
being heard. • • 

But Holly was asleep, and Iky like a miniature 
Madonna, of that ty^pe which the old painters could not 
tell from Venus, when they had completed her. Her 
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long dark lashes dung to her cheeks; on her face was 
{Kjrfect pca^^her little amiiigcments were evidently 
;ill right again. And old jolyon, in the twilight of the 
room, stood adoring her! It was so channing, solemn • 
and loving — that little face. He had* more than his 
shan^ of the hh ssed capacity of living again in the 
young. They ware to him his future life — all of a 
future life that his fundamental f>«igari siuntv ix^rhaps 
admitted. There she was with everything before her. 
and his IjJ^l— 'Sonie of it— m her tiny veins There 
she was, his little t ompanion, to be niade as happy as 
ever he could make lier. so that she knew nothing but 
love. His heart swelled, and he went out. sUttmg the 
sound of his patent leather boots. In the eorridt^r an 
eccentric notion attacked him To think that children 
should come to that whnh Irene had told him she was 
helping! Women who were all. once, little things like 
this one sleeping the‘re»« ’ I must give her a tbeijiie!' 
he mused; ' CanT bear to think of them** They had 
never borne reflet ling on.i those pcnir outcasts; wouiub 
ing too deeply th«* core ot true n*linemenl hiddwi under 
layers of conformity to the sense of pi<>|M'rly— wruind- 
mg t(K) grievously the deejicst thing in him — a love of 
beauty which could give him, even now, a flutter of 
the heart, thinking of his evening in the society of a 
pretty w^oman. And he went downstairs, through 
the swinging d(X)rs, to the batk regions. There, in the 
wine-cellar, was a hock worth at least two jxiunds 
a bottle, a StcinlnTg Cabinet, better than any Joharinis* 
berg that ever went down tliroal; a wm« of p'r- 
f<s: t bouquet, sweet as a n<*( tarme— necla# iiidecd ! He 
got a botUe out, handling it like a babv, and holding 
it level to the light, to look. Enshrined in its coat of 
dust, that raellow-coiuured, slender nt-i ked bottle gave 
him deep pleasure. Three years tf) settle <j(;wn again 
-.ince the move fn.»rn Town-' oughl to In; in prime C0|P’ 
ditionl Thirt>'-fivc years ago he had ^bought it— 
thank GckI he had kept hes palate, and earn^-d the right 
to drink it. She would appreciate this; not a spice 
:)f acidity in a dozen. He wiped iJie beetle, drew the 
lork with his own hands, put his nose dow^t. inhahsi its 
[lerfumoi and* went batk to the music r(K>m. 

Irene was standing the piaiio;^ she liad taken off 
her hat and a lace .scarf she had lK*cn wearing, so that 
her gold coloured hair was visible, and the pallor of 
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her neck. In her grey frock she made a pretty picture 
for old Jolyon, against the rosewood of piano. 

He gave her his arm, and solemnly they went. The 
•room, which had been designed to enable twenty-four 
people to dine in comfort, held now but a little round 
table. In his present solitude the big diiiingjtable 
opprc.ssed old Jolyon; he had caused it to -removed 
till his son came hack. Here in the company of two 
really gocKl copie.s of Raphael Madonnas he was wont 
to din'* alone. It was the only discnnsolij^i; hour of 
his day, this summer weather. lie harl never been a 
large eater, like that great chap Swithin, or Sylvanus 
Htythorj), or Anthony Thornworthy, those cronies of 
past limes; and to dine alone, overlooked bv the 
Madonnas, was to him but a sorrowful occupation, 
wliit h Jje got through cpiic kJy, that he might come to the 
more spiritual enjoyment of his coffee and cigar. But 
this evening as a different matter! His eyes twinkled 
at her ticross the little table and he spoke of Italy and 
Switzerland, telling her slorias of his travels there, and 
other eaiperionceh wdneh he could no longer recount to 
his son and grand-daughter Invause they knew' them. 
This fresh audience was precious to him; he had in*v(‘r 
become one of those old men who ramble round and 
round tlie fields of rerninisience. Himself cjuitkly 
fatigiK’d bv the in.sensitive, he instinctively avoided 
fatiguing others, and his natural flirtatiousness towards 
beauty guarded him specially in his relations with 
a woman. He would liave liked to draw her out, but 
thougli she murmured and smiled and seemed to be 
enjoying wh.'fl he told her. he remained conscious of 
that mysterious remotencs.*? which constituted half her 
fliscination. Hc' could not hear w’omen \vhc» threw 
their slioulders and eyes at you, and chattered aw'ay; 
or hard inout he'd women who laid down the law and 
^cw more than you did. There was only one quedity 
in a womaii that apfK*alcd to him — charm; and the 
ciuieter it w-as, the more he liked it. And this one had 
charm, shadowy as afternoon sunlight on those Italian 
hills and valleys lie had loved. The feeling, too, liiat 
she w'as, as ^it were, ajiart, cloistered, made her seem 
ne^irer to himself, a strangely clesirabKi coaipanion. 
When a man is ve^y old and qftte out of the running 
he loves to feel secure from the rivalries of youth, for 
lu> would stiy be first in tlie heart of beauty. And he 
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flrank his hock, and watched her lips, and felt nearly 
young, B^t the dog Balftiasar lav watching her lip*i 
too. and despising in his heart the intemiptions of their 
talk, and the tilting of those greenish gliisses full of dP 
golden fluid whit h was distasteful to hyn. 

Tljf* light was just fading when thev went hack into 
the imrsic, room. And, cigar in mouth, old Jolvon 
said ; 

“ fflay nie some Chopin 

By thc‘<^ igars they smoke, and liie tomjMisers they 
love, yt* shall know’ the texture of men’s souls. Old 
lolyon (oukl iu‘t hear a •strong cigar or Wagner’s imfsu 
lie loved Beetlioven and Mo/art, Handel ami ('dmk, 
and Schumann, and, for some oicult reason, the operas 
of Meyerl)eer; l.>ut of late years he had been seduced 
by Chopin, just as in ji.iiiUmg he h.id suca urnhed to 
Bottiielli. In yielding to these tastes he had been 
conscious of divergence Irtmi the standard^jf the (ioKlen 
Age Their jK>^try was not that of Milton and Byron 
and Tennyson: of Haphhiel and Titian: Mo/.ut and 
Beethoven. It was, as it were, behind a veil; thi#r ptKdry 
hit no one in the face, but shp|X’d its 
under the ribs and turned and twisted, and nu’lted up 
the heart. And never certain that this was healthy, he 
did not tare a rap so long a^ In* tould .see the pa ture^ 
of the one or hear the music of the other. 

Irene H<it down at the piano umler the tdwtfrii larnj) 
festooned with jx-arl grev, and old Jolyon, in an arm^ 
chair, w'heme he c<»uld see her, trr>ssrd lii^ legs and drew 
slowly at his < igar. She sat a few’ moittenUs wdth 
her hands on the keys, evidently scan Ifmg her mind 
for w'hat to give him. Then she bttgan ami within old 
Jolyon there arose a sorrowful pleoisure, nut rjuiie like 
anything else in the worhl. He fell slowly mtf» a trance, 
interrupted only by the movements of taking the cigar 
out of his mouth at long intervals, and replacing jt. 
She was there, and the lux;k within him, and the si ent 
of tobacco; but there. tcK>. was a world of sunshin*' 
lingering into moonlight and pool^ with storks upKin 
th#m, and bluish trees alxive, glowing ^alh blurs of 
wine*red roses, and fields of lavender where milk whit i 
cows i^re j^azing, «uid a woman ail sharlowy, with 
dark eyes and a white neck, himl|^*d. holding out her 
arms; and through air which was like mu.sic a star 
dropped and was caught on a <ow’s horn. Me opened 
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hi$ eyes. Beautiful piece: she played well— the touch 
of an angel! And he closed them again. He felt 
miraculously sad and happy « as one does* standing under 

linie-lrec • in full honey bower. Not live one’s own 
life again, but jj^st stand there and ba.sk in the smile of 
a woman's eyes, and enjoy the nouquct! And he jerked 
his hand; the dog Balthasar had reached up and 
licked it. 

"Beautiful!" He said: "Go on — more Chopin! ’ 

She began to play again. This time tin? tj^tsemblanre 
between her and*' Chopin' struck him. The swaying 
hf had notic(*<J in her walk was in her piaving too, and 
the Noc:turne .slue had chosen and the soft darkness of 
lier eyes, the light on her hair, as of moonlight from 
a golden moon. Seductive, yes; but nothing of 
Delilah in her or in that music. A long blue spiral from 
his cigar ascended and dispersed. ' So we go out I ' he 
thought. ‘No more l>eauty !• Nothing?' 

Again Irene stopped. 

" Would you like some OHuck? He used to write 
his mtifli; in a sunlit garden, with a bottle of Rhine wine 
beside him." 

"Ah! yes, I.^t’s have ' Orfeo." Round al>out 
him now were fields of gold and silver flowers, white 
lorms swaying in Uie sunlight, bright bird.s flying to 
and fro. All was summer. Lingering wavi*s oi sweet- 
ness and regret flcxKied his soul. Scime cigar ash 
dropped, and taking out a .silk handkerchief to brush 
it off, he inhalcii a mingled scent as oi snufl and eau 
<le C'okigitt*. ‘ Ah! ' he thought, ' Indian >uininer — 
that's all!" ai^i he said; " You haven't played me ‘ Che 
laro." " 

She did not answer; did not move. He was conscious 
of something— some strange upset. Suddenly he saw 
her rise iuid turn away, and a pang of remorse shot 
through him. What a clumsy chap! Like Orpheus, i^e 
or course-— site too was looking for her lost one in the hall 
of memory! *And disturbed to the heart, hr got up from 
his chair. She had gone to llie great window' at the far 
end. Gingerly he followed. Her hands were folded over 
her breast; lie could just see her cheek, very white. 
And, quite emotionalized, he said : " Th<4e, tlfcre, my 
love!" The words^had escaped Jiim mechanically, for 
they were those he used to Holly when she had a pain, 
but their eflfjjct was instantaneously distressing. She 
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raised her arms, covered her face with them, and wept. 

Old Joiyon stooti gazing at her with eyes very deep 
from age. The passionate shame she seemed feelitig at 
her abundonment. so unlike the control and.quietutif oP 
her whole presence was as if she had nevtrr Ixdore broken 
down in the presence o^anotlier being.* 

iherc, tl»ere-'~there, there!" he inurmumd, and 
putting his’hand out reverentlv. touched her, She turned, 
and leaned Uie arms whkh covered her lace against him. 
Old Jolycx^ sto(xl very still, keeping <nie thin hand on 
her shoulder. Let her cry her heart Out- it would <lo 
her go(Kl ! And the dug Ralthasiir, ]»ij//led, sfil down 
on his stem to examine thtmi. 

The window was still open, the curtains had not l>een 
drawn, the last of davhght from without mingled wifJi 
faint intrusum from the lamp within; there was a scent 
of new-mown grass. With the wisetom of a long life 
old Joiyon did not speaU. Even grief sobl)»*ii itself out 
m time; only Time was good for sorrow- fime who s.iw 
the passing of each mood# each emotion in turn; Time 
the layer-to-rest. There came into his mind th% words: 

' A.s panteth the hart after cooling streams but they 
were c'l no use to him. 'Jdien, conscious of a stent of 
violUs, he knew vhe was drying her eyes. He pul his 
chin forward, pre.ssod his moustac:he again.st her forehead, 
and felt her shake with a quivering of her whole Ixaly, 
as of a tree which shaktts itself fre<» of raindrop.H. She pin 
his hand to her lips, as if saying: " All over now! bt»r- 
giv© me!" 

The kiss fdlcd him with a strange comfort; fie led her 
Iwk to where she had been so upset. ©And the dog 
BalUiasar, following, laid the bone Of one of the cutlets 
they had eaten at their feet. 

Anxious to obliterate the memory of that emotion, he 
could think of nothing better than china; and moving 
with her slowly from cabinet to cabinet, he kept taki^ 
up bits of Dresden and I^^wcstoft and Chelsea, tumiHg 
them round and round with his thin, veined hands, whose 
skin, faintly freckled, had such an aged look. 

'i I bought this at Jobson's,*’ he would say: '* cost me 
thirty pounds. It's ve^ old. That dog lealVes his bones 
all over^e place. This old ‘ ship bowl ' I picked up at 
the sale when that pr#:ious rip, the Marquis, came to 
grief. But you don't remember. HAtj's a nice piece of 
Chelsea. Now, what would you say ihts was?" And he 
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was comforted, feeling that, with her taste, she was 
taking a real interest in these things; fo£, after all, 
nothing better composes the nerves than a doubtful piece 
china. • 

When the ( rupch of the carriage wheels w'as heard at 
last, he said : • ^ 

' You must come again: you must come to lynch, then 
I can show you these by daylight ; and my little sweet — 
■ihe's a dear little thing. This dog seems to have taken 
.1 fancy to you." 

For Balthasar, ’feeling that she was about to leave, 
was rubl)ing his side against her leg. Going out under 
the |)orch with her. he said: 

" He’ll get you up in an hour and a quarter. Take 
this for your and he slipped a cheque for fifty 

pounds into her hand. He saw her brightened eyes, and 
!u*ard her murmur: "Oh, Unde Jolyon!" and a real 
throb of pleasure went throughjiim. That meant one or 
two fK)ar creiflures helped a little, and it meant that she 
would come again, lie put )|is hand in at the wundow 
and gra#ped hers once more. The carriage rolled away. 
He stood lookirtg (it the moon and the shadows of the 
trees, and tliought : * A sweet night! She !' 


n 

Tw'o days of rain, and summer set in bland and sunny. 
Old Jolyon walked and talked with Holly, At first he 
felt taller antbfull of a new vigour; then he felt restless. 
Almost every afternoon they w'ould enter the coppice, 
and walk as far as the log. ' Well, she’s not there!' he 
would think, ' of course not!’ And he would feel a little 
.shorter, and drag hes feet walking up the hill hojue, with 
his hand clajiped to his left side. Now and then the 
iRuight would move in him: ' Did she come— or did I 
dream it.^’ abd he would stare at space, while the dog 
Balthasar stared at him. Of course she w'ould not come 
again I He opened the letters from Spain with iess 
excitement. •They were not returning till July; he felt, 
oddly, that he could bear it. Every da\'«at dinner he 
screwed up his eyes and looked^! where she had sat. 
She was not there, lo be unscrewed his eyes again. 

On the seventh afternc'^on he thought : ' I must go up 
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and get some lx>ots.' He ordered Beacon, and set out. 
Passing from^ Putney towards Hyde Park he rcrtecte<i : 

' I might as well go to Chelsea 'and sec her.' Ami he 
called out: Just <lrive me to where you t<H>k that lady 
the oilier night.’* 'Ihe coachman turned his tiruad ret! 
face, ^nd his juicy lips ifuswered: ’* Hi? ludv in grey, 

" Yes, the lady in grey.'* What other ladies were 
there ! Sl6dg\’ i h’ap ! 

The carrit^ge slopped before a small t!ir« e storied bltvk 
of Hats, standing a little back from th«' river. With a 
practised eye old jolyoii saw th.it they w<’re cheap. ' 1 
should think .about sixty pounds a ve.ir,' lie musecl; and 
entering, he looKeil at tlie namcTxurd. The name ‘ l-'or- 
■syte ' was not on it. but against First FliKir, Flat C ' 
were the words ; ‘ Mrs Irene Heron.* Ah ’ She had taken 
her maiden name again ! And somehow this pieaseil him. 

I le went ujistairs slowlv. Iwlmg his si<le a little. He .stmid 
a moment, before ringing, to lose lh<‘ fiTlmg^of drag ami 
tiuttering there. She w*ould iiol be m ! And tlu ti Boots! 
Tht‘ thought wa.*. black. What did he w'ant with at 
his ag<’/ He could not wear out all tliose he had. 

*' Your mistress at home?" 

** Ve.s, sir." 

" Say Mr. Jolyon Forsyte." 

" Vt's, sir, will you come this way?" 

Old jolyon followed a vt‘ry little maid- not more than 
sixt<'<‘n one would .say-dnto a verv' sm.ill ilrawing room 
wdiere tlie .sunblm<l.s wen- drawn. It held a cottage pi.iiio 
and little else save a vague fragi.ime and g<H)d Insle. He 
st(x)d in the middle, with his top hat in Ins hand, and 
thought : * I cxjiert .she’s very badly ofl ! ' There was a 
mirror above the fireplace, and he saw him.self rcdlectcd. 
An oIclTooking chap! ffe heard a rustlf-, and turned 
round. She was so close that hi.s niou.stac he almost 
brushed her forehead, just under her hair. 

" 1 was driving up," he Sviid. " Thought Fd look iff 
on you, and a.sk you how you got up the iflher night." 

And, seeing lier smile, he felt suddenly relieved. She 
was,really glad to see him. perhajH. 

" Would \(5U like to put on your hut and come lor a 
drive in ^le P.trk?" 

liut while she was goUe to pul her hut on, he frowned. 
The Park! James and Emily! Mrs.* Nicholas, or some 
other member of hU precious family would be there v(?ry 
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likely, prancing up and down. And they would go and 
wag their tongues about having seen him with her, after- 
wards. Belter not ! He did not wish to revfve the echoes 
r of the past on Forsyte ‘ Change.' He removed a white 
Ijair from the la{)el of his closelv-buttoned-up frock coat, 
and |)asscd hi^ hands over hi# cheeks, moustach^, and 
square ihin. It felt very hollow there under the cheek- 
bones. He had not lieen eating much lately — he had 
belter gert that little whipper-snapper who attended Holly 
to give him a tonic. But she had come back and when 
they were in the; carriage, he said : 

" Suppose we go and sit in Kensington Gardens in- 
stead?" and added with a twinkle : " No prancing up 
and down there," as if she had been in the secret of his 
thoughts. 

living the carriage, they entered those select 
precincts, and strolled towards the water. 

" You’ve* gone back to youj maiden name, I see," he 
said. " I'll# not sorry." 

She slippexi her hand und^ his arm: " Has June for- 
given UiK'le Jolyon," 

He answered gently: "Yes — yes; of course, why 
not!'" 

" And have you?" 

"I? i forgave you as soon as I saw how the land 
really lay." And perhaps he had; his instinct bad a!way.s 
been to forgive the beautiful. 

She drew a deep breath. " I never regretted — I 
couldn't. Did you t5ver love very deeply. Uncle jolyon?" 

At thai strange question old jolyon stared before him. 
Had he? did not seem to remember Uiat he ever 
bad. But he did not like to say this to tlic young woman 
whose hand was touching his arm, whose life was sus- 
(icnded, as it were, by memory of a tragic love. And he 
thought : ' If 1 had met you when 1 was young 1 — I 
might have made a fool of myself, perhajis.' And a 
Ibnging to escape in generalities ot^^t him. 

’^Love’s % queer thing," he said, " fatal thing often. 
It was the Grews — wasn't it? — made love into a goddess; 
they were right, I dare say, but then they lived ii^the 
Golden Age.*’ 

" Phil adon‘d them." • * 

Phil! The word jarred him, •for suddenly — with his 
power to see all aSound a thing, he perceived why she 
w*as putting up with him like this. She wanted to talk 
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about her iover! VVt*ll! If it was any pleasure ix) her’ 
And he said : “ Ah! There was »a bit 01 the sculptor in 
him, I fancy. ’ 

"Yes. He loved balance and symmetry; he. loved the 
whole hearted way the Greeks gave theiiiselves to art." 

Balance! The chap hacrno balance at af!, if he remem* 
bered; as for symmetry -clean-built enough he was. no 
doubt; but those queer e>es of his, and high dieck l»one» 
— Symmetry? 

" Y'ou’re nf the Golden Age. too, Unde Jolvoti." 

Old Jolyon looked round at her. Was she ch.dlmg him? 
No, her eyes were soft as velvet. Was she flatterinx him? 
But if so, why? There was nothing to lx* had out of an 
old chap like him. 

" Phil thought so. He used to say; ' But I can never 
tell him that I admire him.’ ", 

Ah! There it uas again. Her dead lover; her desire to 
talk nf him! And he preasexl her arm, ludl resentful of 
those memories, half grateful, as if he recogiflstrd what a 
link th(‘y were lK*tween herself anti him. 

" Me was a vorv talentexl young fellow," he miiruiured. 
" It’s hot; I fe<d the head nowadays. lad’s sit down," 

They took two chairs beneath a chestnut tret* whi>sc 
broad leaves covered tliem from the pe«'iccful gloty of 
the afternoon. A pleasure to sit there and wal» h her. 
and feel that she liked to be with him And the wi.sh to 
increase that liking, if he could, niatle him grt on: 

" 1 exfMJct he sliowed you a side of him I never saw. 
He’d be at his best with you. His ideas <tf art were a 
little new— to me " — he had stitlerl the word 'Wangled.' 

" Yes: but lie used to say you had a H'-al sense of 
beauty." Old Jolyon thought: ’ Ihe tievil he did!' but 
answered with a twinkle: " W^ell, I have or i shouldrdt 
1)C sitting here with you." She was fascinating when she 
.•xinileri with her eyes, like that ! 

" He thought you had one of those hearts that never 
grow old. Phil had real insight." 

He was not taken in by this flattery sjK>keft out of the 
past, out of a longing to talk of her dead lover — not a bit; 
and ^'et it was pret ious to hear, bw:.au.He slie pleased Ins 
eyes and heart wbkh — (juite true! — had nevet grown old. 
Was thatibecaifse— unlike her and her deaxl lover, he had 
never loved to desptiratilfh, had always kept lu.% UUance, 
his sense of symmetry? Well! It ha/riefi him fxiwer, at 
eighty-four, to admire beauty. And he thought, ' If I 
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were a painter or a sculptor! But I’m an old chap. 
Make hay while the sun snines.' ^ 

A couple with arms entwined crossed on the grass 
before them, at the edge of the shadow from their tree. 
The sunlight fell cruelly on their pale, squashed, unkempt 
young faces. We’re an u^y lot!" said old^Jolyon 
suddenly, " It amazes me to see how — love tnumphs 
over that." 

" Love triumphs over everything!" 

" The young think so," he muttered. 

" Love has no age, no limit, and no death." 

With that glow in her jiale face, her breast heaving, 
her eyes so large and dark and soft she looked like Venus 
come to life! But this extravagance brought instant re- 
action, and, twinkling, he said: " Well, if it had limits, 
we shouldn’t be born; for by George! it's got a lot to pul 
up with." 

'rhen, removing his lop hak, he bru.slierl it round with 
a cutT. Th^ great clumsy thing heated his forehead; in 
the.se day.s he often gr>t a ri*sh of blood to the head — his 
circulation was not what it had been. 

She still sat gazing straight before her, and suddenly 
she murmured : 

" It's strange enough that I’m alive," 

Those words of jo’s ‘ Wild and lost ' came back to 
him. 

" Ah!" he said; " my son saw you for a moment — 
that day." 

" Was It your son,? I heard a voice in the hail; I 
thought«for a second it was — Phil." 

Old Joly«i saw her lips tremble. She put her hand 
over thezn. took it away again, and went on calmly ’ 
" That night 1 went to the Embankment; a woman 
caught mo by the dress. She told me alKiul herself. When 
one knows tliat others suffer, one’s ashamed." 

" One of those V 

She noddzHi, and horror stirred witliin old Jolyon, 
the horror t)f one who has m'ver known a struggle witli 
desperation. Almost against his will he muttered; " Tell 
me, won't you?" , 

" 1 didnl care whether 1 lived or died. Wizen you’re 
like that. Fate ceases to want to kill yout Sh^took care 
of nze three days— she never l<ft me. I had no money. 
That's why 1 do ^hat I can for them, now." 

But old J[olyon was thinking ; ' No money ! ’ What fate 
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could compare willi tliat? Every other waiJ involved in 
it. « 

I wish you had come to me/' he said. ” Why tiidn’t 
you?” But Irene did not answer. 

"Because my name jiras Forsyte, I^supjxw? Or 
was itojunc who kept you away? How are you gittiiij^ 
on now?” |iis eyes involuntarily swept her huiy. I’er- 

haps even now she was ! And yet she wasn't thin — 

not really f 

"Oh! with inv fifty pounds a year, I make just 
enough.” 'J he answer did not reassure htni; he had lost 
confidence. And th.at fellow Soanies! Hut his sense of 
justice stifled condemnation. No, she would certainly 
have died rather than take another penny from him. 
Soft as she kniked, there must be strength m her somC' 
where — strength and fidelity.. Hut what business had 
young Hosinney to have got run over ami left her slrandetl 
like this! • 

" Wei), you must come to me now,” In* saul, " for 
anything you want, or I skall 1m* quite tut up," And 
putting on his liat, he ro.se. " la't's go ami gt t sojiie tea 
1 told that la/.v chap to put the hor*.« ^ up for an houi, 
and come for me at your plate. We'll take a tab pre- 
sently; 1 can’t walk as I used to.” 

He enjoved that stroll to the Kensington end of the 
gardens — tlie sound of her voice, the glam mg of ht-r 
eye.s, the subtle beauty of a charming form im>ving besnU- 
him. He enjoyed their tea at Ruffers in the High .Strei't, 
and came out thence with a great box of ilioiolates 
swung on his little finger. He enjoyed the rJriv<* baik to 
Chelsea in a hansom, smoking his cigar. <iihe had pro- 
raised to come down next Sunday and [day to him again, 
and already in thought he was plucking carnations ami 
early roses for her to carry back to town. It wan a 
pleasure to give her a little pleasure, if il were ph*asure 
from an old chap like him? The carnage was already 
there when they arrived. Just like that fellow, wlio wa^ 
always late when he was wanted? Old JoAon went in 
for a minute to .s;iy good-bye. The little dark hall of the 
flat* was impregnated with a disagreeable, odour of 
patchouli, and on a bench against the wfMl”-"its only 
fumiturd^-he law a fifmre sitting. He heard Irene say 
softly: " Just one minute." In the little drawing-rmuu 
when the door shut, he asked gravely: ” One of your 
protegees}'* 
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" y<,‘.s. Now thaoks to you, I can do something for 
her." , 

He stood, staring, and stroking that chin whose strength 
I had frightened so many in its time. The idea of W thus 
actually in contact with this outcast, grieved and 
frightened himT What could sne do for them? Nothing. 
Only soil and make trouble for herself, perhaps. And 
he said : ‘ ' Take care, my dear ! The world puts the 
worst construction on everything." 

" 1 know that." 

He wa.s abashed by her quiet smile. " Well Uien-r- 
Sunday," he murmured: "Good-bye." 

She put her clieek forward for him to kiss. 

" Good-bye," he said again; " take care of yourself." 
And he went out, not looking towards the figure on the 
bench. He drove home by way of Hammersmith, that 
be might stop at a place* he knew of and tell them to 
send her in two dozen of thciiibest Burgundy. She must 
want pickiifg-up sometimes! Only in Kichmond Park 
did he remember tliat he h§d gone up to order himself 
somi^ (jpols, and was surprised that he could have had so 
()altry an idea. 


nr 

The little spirits of the p.ist which throng an old man’s 
day.s had never pushed their faces up to his so seldom 
as in the^venty hours elapsing before Sunday came. The 
spirit of thui future, with the charm of the unknown, 
put up her lips instead. Old Jolyon was not restless now, 
and iwid no visits to the log, because she was coming to 
lunch. There is wonderful finality al>out a meal; it re- 
moves a world of doubts, for no one misses meals except 
for rca.sons beyond control. He played many games with 
*!loUy on the lawn, pitching thein up to her who was 
batting so ai* to be ready to Ixjwl to Jolly in the holidays. 
For she was not a l‘\>rsyte, but jolly was— and Forsytes 
always bat, until they have resigned and reached the^age 
of eighty-fiv^. The dog Balthasar, in attendance, lay on 
the ball as often as he could, and the piige-boi*' fielded, 
till his face was like tlie harvest %noon. And because the 
time was getting *sliorter, each day was longer and 
more golden than the last. On Friday night he look 
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a liver pill, his side hurt him rather, and though it was 
not the liver side, tliere is no remedy like that. Any<»ne 
telling him that he had found a new excitement in life 
and that excitement was not good for him, would have 
been met by oim‘ of those ^eady and rathg- defiant lookit 
of his deep-set iron-grey eves, which seemed to rciy : ' I 
know my owp business best ' lie alw’ays ha<l arnl ;ilways 
would. 

C)n Sunday morning, when Holly had gone; with her 
govenu'ss to church, he \ haled the strawberry Ix'ds 
J here, accompanied by the dog Rdthasar, he examim^d 
the plants narrowly and succeeded in Imdmg at least 
two dozen berries which were really ripe. Stooping wcis 
not gcxxi for him, and he Ixtame very dizzy and red in 
the forehead. Having placed the strawlxrries in a dish 
on the dinmg-table, he washed iiis hands and bathecl his 
fort‘i»ead witii c*au de Cologne. There, bef<ire the mirror. 
It oc( urred to him that he was thinner. What a ' thread 
paper ‘ he had been when he was young! IlVas nice to 
be slim - he could not bear ^ fat chap; and y<t perhaps 
his thei'ks were too thin! She* was to arrive by tfliin at 
half past twelve and w<dk up, entering from the road 
past Drage’s farm at the far end of the c oppice. And, 
having hxiked into June’s room to se<* that therf' was 
hot water ready, he set forth to meet her, leisurely, for 
his heart was beating The :iir smelled sweet, larks .sang, 
and tlie Grand Stand at Epsom was visible. A perfect 
day! On just such a one, no doubt, six years ago, 
So.imes had brought young Bossiney down with him to 
look at the site before they began to build. *11 was 
Bosinnev who had pitched on the exact sfK>t the house- 
- as juiie had often told him. In these days he 
thinking much aliout that young fellow, as if his .spirit 
were really haunting the field of his last work, on the 
chance of seeing— her. Bosinncy-~thc one man who had 
possessed her heart, to whom she had given her whole 
self with rapture! At his age one could not^ of course, 
imagine such things, but there stirrcxl in him a queer 
vague aching — as it were Uic ghost of an impersonal 
jealousy; and a feeling, too, more generous, of pity for 
that love so earlv lost. All over in a few poor months! 
Well, welW Hcf looked ^ his watt h before entering the 
coppice — only a quarter past, twenty hve minutes to 
wait ! And then, turning the comer of the path, he saw 
her exactly where he had seen her the first li^fne, on the 
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log; and he realised that she must have come by the 
earlier train to sit there alone for a couple of hours at 
least. Two hours of her society — missed ! What memory 
could make that log so dear to her? His face showed what 
he was thinking, for she sai(J at once: 

“ Forgive me, Uncle jolyon; it was here thai I first 
knew.” 

*' Yes, yes; there it is for you whenever you like. 
You’re looking a little Londony; you're giving too many 
lessons.” 

That she should have to give lessons worried him. 
Lessons to a parcel of young girls thumping out scales 
with their thick fingers! 

” Where do you go to give them?” he asked. 

” They’re mostly Jewish families, luckily.” 

Old jolyon stared; to all Forsytes Jews seem strange 
and doubtful. 

” They^ove music, and fhey’re very kind.” 

” They had better be, bv George!” He took her arm 
—his side always hurt him a little going uphill—and 
said f 

” Did you ever see anything like those buttercups? 
They came like that in a night.” 

Her eye^j seemed really to fly over the field, like bees 
after the flowers and the honey. ” I wanted you to see 
them — wouldn't let them turn the cows in yet.” Then, 
remembering that she had come to talk about Bosinney, 
he pointed to the clock-tower over the stables: 

” 1 expect he wouldn't have let me put that there — 
had no notion of time, if I remember.” 

But pressing his arm to her, she talked of flowers 
instead, and he knew it was done that he might not feel 
she came because of her dead lover. 

” The best flower f can show you,” he said, with a 
.sort of triumph, ” is my little sweet. She'll be back from 
Church directly- There's something about her which re- 
minds me*a little of you,” and it did not seem to him 
peculiar that he had put it thus, instead of saying: 
” There’s something about you which reminds me a little 
of her.” Ah! And here she was ! 

Holly, followed closely by hej elderly Frenclf governess, 
whose digestion bfid been ruinSl twenty-two years ago in 
the siege of Strasbourg, came rushing towards them from 
under the. oak tree. She stopped about a dozen yards 
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<iway, to pat BalthasrLr and pnit-nd tl^at thin was all slIk' 
had in her n|nd. Old Joivnn whn knew letter, saul : 

" Well, my darling, here’s the lady in grey I promised 
you.” 

Holly raiseti herself am! looked up. lie watr!te<l the 
two tlmm with a IwiiTkle. Irene smiling. Holly hrgm- 
lung with grave inquin', passing into a .‘^hv smi!r‘ Uu^ and 
Then to something deeper. She had a sen.se of le*aiity, 
that child*— knew whnt was whit! He enjoyed the sighi 
'of the kiss -between them. 

” Mrs. Heron, MaiiT/.elle Heaiice. W’cll, Main'/.rl!e-- 
uood sermon?” 

I’or, now that he had not nuuh more time l>efore him. 
the only part of tin* service loninvled with tliis world 
ah.sorbcd what interest in church remainHl to him. 
Maiirzclle Beauce stretched out a spidery hand c lari in 
a black kid glove— she had been in the best famthes ^ 
and the rather sad eyes oih»T lean yellowrsh la< e seemed 
io ask: "Arc you well-brrred!” Whenever Holly or 
Jolly did anything unplea*ing to her— a not umotiimon 
(Ka urrciK.e— -she would siiy to them : ” The little Jaylenrs 
never did that — they were such wellbrrre»i httie 
< fiildren.” Jolly hated the little Tayleurs; H(»Uv won 
dered cire-adfuUy how it was she fell so .sln^rl i*{ them 
A thin rum little soul,’ old Jolyon tlionght htT- 
Manr/ellc Beauce. 

laincheon was a successful meal, the niushriKmis which 
he himself had picked in the mushroom hou.se, his c hosen 
>irawberric.s, and another lx>ttle of the Steinberg cabinet 
filled him with a certain aromatic .spnitualitv, iftid a con- 
viction that he would have a touch of ec/e^a t(» morrow. 
After lunch they sat under the oak tree drinking lurkish 
coiiee. It was no matter of grief to him whni 
Mademoiselle Beauce withdrew to write her Sunday k itei 
to her sister, whose future had been endangered m the 
past by swallowing a pin— an event held up daily inj 
warning to the children to e.it slowly and digest wh.tr 
tliey had e..'iten. At tin; f<x>t of the bank, fui a carriage' 
rug. Holly and tlic dog Hailhas^ir teased and loved e.n h 
oliuT, and in the shade old Jolyon with his legs crosw^d 
and his cigar luxuriously savoured, ga/ed af Irene sitting 
in the swing. •A light, vaginly swaying, grey figure with 
a fleck of sunlight here frnJ there upon it, lips just opned. 
eyes dark and soft under lids a httie ?lic.f>pt*d. She looked 
content; surely it did her good to come and see him! 'Hu: 

F.S. B 
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sclfiHhricss of a^e had not set its proper CTip on him, 
for he could still feel pleasure in the plcasifre of others, 
reali'^inK tfiat what he wanted, though much, was not 
all that mattered. 

'' It's quiet here/' he said; ‘|you mustn’t come down 
if you find it dflil. Hut it’s a pleasure to see you. My 
little sweet’s is the only face which gives me any pleasure 
except yours," 

hVom her smile h<; knew that she was not beyond liking 
to he appreciated, and this reassured him. "..That's not 
humbug," he said. " 1 never told a woman 1 admired 
her when 1 <lidn’t. In fact I don’t know when I’ve told 
a woman 1 admired her, except my wife in the old day.s; 
and wives arc funny." He was silent, but resumed 
abruptly : 

" She used to expect m^ to say it more often than 1 
fell it, and there we were." Her face looked mysteriously 
troubled, and. afraid that he hgd said something painful, 
he hurried oft: 

" When my little sweet fiarries, I hope she’ll find 
soineonu who knows what women feci. 1 shan't be here 
to see it, but there’s too much topsy-tnrvydom in 
marn.tge; 1 don’t want her to pitch up against that." 
And, aware that he had made bad worse, he added: 
" ‘that dog will scratch." 

A si)(Mue lullowcd. f>f wliat was she thinking, this 
pretty tnMture whose life vva.‘< spoiled; who had done with 
Iovi\ and yet was maile for love.-^ Some day when he was 
gone, perluifis, she would find another male-" not so dis* 
orderiv rfti that young fellow who had got himself run 
over. Ah! b#t her husband,^ 

" DtX'S Stumes never trouble you?" he asked. 

She shook h(*r head. Her face had closed up suddenly. 
For all her softne.ss there was something irreconcilable 
about her. And a glimpse of light on the inexorable 
nature of sex antipathies strayed into a brain whkh. 
1)elongiiig to cJirly Vutorian civilisation — so much older 
than this ofliis old age — had never thought about such 
primitive things. 

" That’s a comfort," he said. " You can sec the Gi^nd 
Stand to da>*. Shall we take a turn round?" 

'Vlir4)ugh the flower and fruit garden, against wjiosc high 
outer w.uls peach trees anvl nectafines were trained to the 
sun, through the stat)le.s, the vinery, liic mushrcxini bouse, 
the asiparagus bed.s, the rosery, the summer-house, he 



INDIAN SUMMER OF A FOKSVT!?: 35 

conducted her— even into the kitchen jiinrden to jM*e the 
tiny green j)|as which Iloily lovt^l to out of their 

txkK with her fmgcr. aiul In.k up from the paint of her 
Jittk' brown hand. Many fHighthd things he shownl her * 
whih' Holly ar;d the tktg |^iithaA:ir clance^ ahraih or came 
to thiin at interval^ for attention It was t«U‘ of tiie 
happiest aitjni'V.iis he had ever spent, hut it tjretl him 
anti he wa> glad to Mt down in the inusn ntom anti let 
ht r give Hun lea. A .s{»»'uat htth- friend of Holly s had 
tome in— a* fair ihdtl with short hair like a Ix t 's. And 
liie two sponvd in the dotame. undtt the st.ois. on the 
Stairs, .tnd up in tin g.dlery tild Jtilyon l>eg«ed for 
Chopin She pi'ived siinhes. ma/tirkas. Ualt/es, til! the 
two t h;Idrrn, t ftpine ne.ir. 'pun) at the ftust of the piano 
— -ih*-u tiark .oid gulden heads Umt turwanh li'^teiKne, 
Old Jtdvon watt hed 

“ lad's s*‘e von dame, ytm two'” 

Shyly, with a false sh«rt. they began. Bobbing an<I 
(irclmfr earnest, not very adroit, the)* wAt past ami 
past his chair to the strauit of that wait/ fb' waP hvt\ 
them and the face of her who was playing lurnetlArnihng 
towards those little darners thinking: ' Sweetest pn ture 
Tve seen for ages.* A voue sud: 

" Hoilee ! ^fa1S enftn — qu'est ce que tu fats /«— drt«,ver. 
le dxmani he! Ctens, don(^“ 

But the children came dose to old Jolyon, knowing 
tljat he would s,ivi' them, and ga2ed into a fau- whuh was 
decidedly ' rauglit out 

” Better the day, hfUO'r the deed, Marn'zeile It's all 
my doing, irol along, thuks, and have youi te.f,'' 

And, when tlu v were gone, followed by^he dog Ikib 
thasar, who took every meal, he looked at Irene witfi a 
twinkle and vaid : 

” Well, tliere we ,ire' Aren't ihev sweet? Have you 
any little ones among your pupils^'' 

“ Yes. tlute — tw'o of them darlings.” 

” Pretty? ” 

” Ixnxdy! ” 

Old jolyon sighed; he had an insatiable appetite for 
the *'ery young. ” My liitle sweet,” he said. ” is lievoted 
to music; she ll be a mu.sician som** clay, Yrtu wouldn't 
give me ]!K)ur cJjiinion of her playing, J suppt/sc?” 

” Of course 1 will ” ® ^ 

” You w'ouldn't like ” but he sUQt^d the words ” to 

give her lessons.” The idea that she gave lesions was 
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unpleasant to him: yet it would mean that he would 
her regularly. She left the piano and can* over to his 
chair. 

^ “ I would like, very much; but there is — ^June. When 
arc they coming back?” I 

Old Jolyon frowned. ” Not till the middle o4 next 
month. What does that matter?” 

” You said June had forgiven me; but she’^coultl never 
forget, Uncle jolyon.” 

Forget! Slie must forget, if he wanted her to. 

I Jut as if answering, Irene .shook her head. ” You know 
she couldn't; one doesn't forget.” 

Always that wretclunl past! And he said with a sort 
of vexed finality ; 

” W(dl, we .shall see.” 

He talked to her an hour or more, of the children, and 
a hundred little things, till thci carriage came round to 
take h<;r home. And when shwhad gone he went back to 
liis chair, a^id sat there smoothing his face and chin, 
dreaming over the day. • 

Tha% evening after dinner he went to his study and 
t(X)k a sheet of jxipcr. He .staved for some minutes with- 
out writing, then rose and stood under the masterpiece 
’ Dutch Fishing Boats at Sunset.' He was not thinking 
of that picture, but of hi,s life. He was going to leave her 
something in his Will; nothing could so have stirred the 
stilly decjis of thought and iiiemorv. He was going to 
leave her a portion of his wealth, of his a.spirations, deeds, 
(pialitics, work — all that had made that wealth; going 
to liMve^cr, too, a part of all he had missed in life, by 
hi.s sane and» steady pursuit of wealth. Ah! What had 
he rnisswl? ' Dutch Fishing Ikiats ’ resiwnded blankly; 
he crossed to the French window, and drawing the cur- 
tain aside, opened it, A wind had got up, and one of 
last year's oak leaves which had somehow surNuved the 
g,irdener's brooms, was dragging itself with a tiny click- 
ing ru.stfe along the stone terrace in the twilight. Except 
for that it was very quiet out there, and he could smell 
the heliotrojK? watered not long since. A bat went by. 
A bird uttered its last ' cheep.' And right alx)ve th(^,oak 
tree the firsf star shone. Faust in the opera had bartered 
Ids soul for some fresh years of youth. Morbid notion! 
No such bargain wqs possible, tlf^t was real tragedy ! No 
making oneself new again for love or life or anvthing. 
Nothing left to do but enjoy* beauty from afar o& whih* 
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voij could, and leave it fwimething in your Will, But how 
fjuuh? And,la5 if hr amid not make that ralcuUition 
lookinj^ out into the mild frmlom of the coimtiy night . 
he turnal back and wont up to th#' thifnnfv- piece ‘Hiere 
werf' his jH*t broruev -a |‘la>palra with |ho ajsp at hrr 
breas-t»a Stx Kites; a grcyhouml piaving with her pupp\ , 
a strong man reining in some horses. ' dhtv last!' lie 
thought, and' a pang went through his heart. They had a 
thousand year', ol hm before them! 

How iniKh^' WelP enough at all events to s-ive her 
getting old liefore luT time, to keep th'* lines out 
of her fate tis long as jv^ssible. .uni grey from soiling 
that linght hair. He might live another five year's SIu' 
would bf well ov'cr thirty by then ' How nnnhP She 
had none of h»s bloorl in her! In loyaltv to the tenor of 
Ills lib' for forty years and more, ever since he married 
and founded that niyslerious thing. .1 f.umlv, lame this 
warning thought -None itP hi.s bioo<l, no right to any* 
thing’ It was u luxury then, this notion An extrava- 
gatu e. a fx'tling ol an old in.ifi’,'. whim, c'ne of thoifce things 
done in dotige His real future was vested in thr#* wlu> 
had his blorKl, in whom he would live on when he was 
gone He turned away from the broiues and sitxxi looking 
at the old leather chair in which he had sat and sTiu>ked 
so many hundreds of cigars. Au<i Middenly sitenied to 
s«*e her silting there in her grey dress, fragrant, soft, 
dark-e>'ed, grateful. looking up at him. Why! She cared 
nothing lor him, really, all she lared for was that lost 
lover of hers. Hut she wa.s there, whether she i^ould ot 
ncj, giving him plea‘>ure with her beauty aucl grace. One 
had no right to inilut an old man's ct)m(Mfiv, no right 
to ask her down to play to him and let him I(X>k at her 
—for no reward! Pleasure must be paid for in this 
world. ' How' much?' After all. there was plenty: lot* 
son and his three grandchildren would never miHs that 
little lump. He had made it himself, iie.trly every jxmnv. 
he could leave it where he liked, allow himsHf Ihi.s lilth- 
pleasure. He went Ijack to the bureau. ‘ Weil, I'm going 
to,' jie thcaight, ' let them think what tliey like. Pm 
going to!' And he sat down. • 

' flow ^}udW Ten thousand, twenty tboiisaiid- 
how much? If only wifti his mcney^he ccmld buy onr 
year, one month of vouth. And startled by lliat Uiought, 
lie wrote quickly; 



38 THE FORSYTE SAGA 

' Dear Herring, — Draw me a codicU ^ this effect 

I leave to my niece Irene Forsyte, boni Irene Heron, 
by which name she now goes, hfteen thousand pounds 
free of legacy duty." 

‘ Yours faftlifuUy, 

* jOLYON Fors^'te.' 

When he had scaled and stamped the envelope, he went 
Imk to the window and drew in a long breath, it was 
dark, but many stars shone now. 


IV 

He woke at half-past two. an hour which long experience 
had taught him brings panic intensity to all awkward 
thoughts. lix{)erient:e had also taught him that a further 
waking at the proper hour of. eight .showed the folly of 
such panic.* On tins particular morning the tlionght wIju Ii 
gathered rapid inoinentum r/as that if he became iiJ, at 
hLs ag^ n<»t improbable, he would not see her. From tins 
it was but a st<>p to realisation that he would be cut ofT, 
too, when Ins son and June returned from Spain. How 
could ho justify desire for the company of one who had 
stolen- early morning doc‘s not rnince words — June’s 
lover? 'I'hat Iovit was dead; but June was a stublwra 
little thing; warm hearted, but stubborn as w-ood, and 
—quite tru(' — not one who forgot 1 By the middle of next 
month they wouhl be back. He had barely five wrecks left 
to enjoy tlse new' int(‘rest which had come int(^ wliat re- 
mained of IV^i iile. Darkness showed up him absurdly 
clear the nature of his feeling. Admiration for beauty — 
a craving to see that which delighted his ey<‘s. Pre- 
posten>us. at his age! And yet — what other reason was 
tliere for asking June to undergo such painful reminder, 
and how prevent his son and his son’s wife from thinking 
him very queer? He would be reduced to sneaking up 
to London,* which tired him; and the least indis|K>sitiou 
would cut him ofl even from that. He ki)' w ith eyes open, 
setting his jaw against the prospect, and calling hipiself 
an old fi,x>l? while his heart beJit loudly, and then seemed 
to stop beating ;iltogether. He had .seen*the ckiwn light- 
ing the wiiuiow chpik^, hoard tJft‘ birds chirji and twitter, 
and th« cocks crow, before he fell iisiloep again, and awoke 
tired hut sane. Five weeks before he need bother, at hb 
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.ige an ! But that carlv mofninj^ panic had Icii 

its innrk, but|sli£f}itly ftrven'd the wiil <4 one \vht> had 
alwavN had hi'^ <>wn way Hr vrouid her as often as 
he wished ! Why luA iju up to town atid rtULke But ro<iu d 1 
at his vdicitor's instfi.l wntni#i ab*ut it, Nhr lun^ht hUr 
to to Ihr ojvT.i' But, In train, for he ftouk! not have 
that fai {‘hap Br.uon «;r!nn;m' Udund hi*. h,uk Sriauntjt 
were smh ffJoB; and. as iikriv as not, ihrv had known 
all the past hisiorv r[ Irene and youinj Bovinncy- 
\ ants krv'w t;vrrv!iun,ij. and sus|>rttcd the rnsl Hr wrote 
to her tluit mornin^» : 

Mv l)j AK Iro SI . have to hr up in town to nioiam*. 

If you wouid !ik<- t(' have a I'K»k in at ihr oji^ra, cotm* and 
dftic with mr (pir tly • • 

But whrn*^ It wa*. drradrs simr hr h:i<l dinrd anv* 
whnr in i.orrdon .^avr at h]^ tdub or at a private house, 
Ah! that iirw faneji'd pl.ur do^r to Covrni (Hirdrn . . . 

" LH me have a Im** to-morrow moimnj: to tlu^^Bird- 
mont Hotel whether to rv.p<Tt vou there at / orloik. 

" Vouis afici tionately, 

" joLYON FoitsviK,** 

She would undefvtaml that ht pist wanted to pivr h< r 
a little for the idea thit sle* shouM puess he 

hnd tins il< h to *-“e he;r was insimLtivelv unr-!ra ant to 
him; it wms in*? '••■endy that t'W so oM shou] ! fo nut of 
ins way lo .‘-ee leauty, espui.diy in a xvom ni. • 

The jonnirv n* xi day, hbori tiiomdi it w^s. and tli'' 
Msit to ins lawver’s. tired him. it was liot loo, ?uid 
after drr sinj^ lor OirnitT he lay down on lh»> sota in hb 
hwiroom to rest a little He must have had a sort ol faint 
inft ht, for he tame to himselt jeelm.^ very ipie<:r. and 
w'lth some dilfe ulty rose and ranp the ie*;i Wiiy ’ it wa.'i 
past seven! And there he wo^i and she would ik'- wading*. 
But suddenly the du/iness cana‘ on ■; un. iftwl he was 
i/bli;:*ed to rela[)se on liie tujlA. He iuard the ruaid's Vfut.e 
say : 

" Hid you rinff, sir?" • 

" Yes, cj^me ie re.’’ he tould not see Iht Hearly, for 
the cloud in front of his^cycs. ” Tin not w’dl, 1 want 
ijonie sal volatile." * 

" Yv', sir," Her voice sounded frightened, 
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Old Jolyon made an effort. 

" Don't go. Take this message to my| niece — a lady 
waiting in the hall — a lady in grey. Say Mr. Forsyte is 
not well— tJbe heat. He is very sorry; if he is not down 
directly, she is not to wait dinner. " 

When .she v^as gone, h<* thought feebly : ‘ Wh^^ did I 
say a lady in grcjy — she may lx- in anything. Sal volatile ! 
He did not go off again, yet was not conscious of how 
Iretie came to be standing beside him, holding .smellint* 
salts to his nose, and pushing a pillow up behind his head. 
He heard her say anxiously: “ Dear Uncle jolyon, what 
is it.^" was dimly conscious of the soft pressure of her 
lips on his hand; then drew a long breath of smelling 
Stilts, sudilcnly discovenrd strength in them, and sneezed 
“ Ha!" he siiid, " it's nothing. How did you get here? 
Go down and dine — tins tickets are on the dressing-table. 
I .shall b<i ail right in a minute." 

He felt her eexd hand on l^is forehead, smelled violets, 
and sat divided between a sort of pleasure and a deter- 
mination to be all right. ^ 

" '^hyl You are in grey!" he said, " Help me up ’ 
Once on his feet he gave himself a shake. 

" What business had 1 to go off like that!" Ami he 
imived very slowly to the gla.Hs. What a cadaverous chap ! 
Her voii e, behind him, murmured : 

" You -mustn't come down, Uncle; you must rest. ' 

" Fiddlesticks ! A glass of ehampagne’ll soon set me 
to rights. I can't have you mis.sing the opera." 

Hut the journey down the corridor was troubIe.some. 
What 4;arfHits they had in the.se new-fangled places, so 
thkk that tripped up in them at every step! In tlie 
lift he noticed how concerned she looked, and said with 
the ghost of a twinkle: 

" I'm a pretty host." 

When the lift stopped he had to hold firmly to the seat 
to prevent its slipping under him; but after soup and a 
glass of champagne he fell much better and began to 
enjoy an infirmity which had brought such solicitude into 
her inanner towards him. 

" 1 should have liked you for a daughter," he said 
suddenly; Mnd watching the smile in her eyes went on 
" You mustn't get wrapped up in the at your 
time of life; plenty of that i»hen you get to my age. 
Tliat's a nice dreAs— I like the style." 

*' I made it myself." 
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Ah! A woman wh<i coukl make herself a pretty frock 
had nt»i lost Jjer in life. 

Make hay while the sun shines,'* he sjaid. ' ami drink 
til it up. 1 want to v'l* some tolour in vour {;h<’ek^. Wog 
unistn’t waste lift; it do. There's a new Mar 

to night; let's hop«* she won't •lie fat And 
Mejiliisto anvthuiK more dreadful than a fat <hap pl.iv 
in:,' the DevH 1 lan't nnauim' '* 

Ihil they did not I’o to the opera after all, for in Mettinj.*, 
up front rlinner the di/.aness lanie t>ver him .mmiu, amf 
sh«‘ insi‘';Mi f>n h:-' 'itaymii? <juiet and h*‘d early 

Wlien In parted from her at the dev^r of the hotel, havmji 
paid the < ahman to <lrive her to Cln-Kea. he sat dt^wji 
.o^ain for a moment to enjoy the un r.iory of her words : 

You arr surh a darluif^ to inr, I'm If jolyon?" Why’ 
Who wouldn't be* lie woukl have hketl to stay up am 
• iiher day and tak' n her to tin- but tw^o days lunniiu; 
of him wiMild Uuc her to^d*Mth No, he must wail till 
next Sunday, she had pronusfd to tome then. 'Ihev 
wMuld settle thoM* le'-sons htf lloilv, it only f(»r a month. 
It would be .vmiethin#*. 'liiat little Marn'relle Jleaui f 
woii!<ln't hke it. but she would hii\e to lump it And 
4 rushm;' his tihl ojx ra hat a^Minst hi-' ihest he souy,ht tin- 
lift. 

lie drove to Wateihio next mormnjj, stni«Khn« wiili 
a dt sire to sas : ‘ Drive me to CheKea ' Hut lu.s sense of 
prt>portion was trxj 'Strong Decides, he still felt sh.iky, 
and dill not w'ant to risk another aberration like that of 
last night, away from borne 1 lolly, tor.), wm-s exjMrrtinK' 
him, and wluit he had in his bag for her. Not th(rt therf- 
w:h any rupl)oard love in his little sweety .she was a 
Imndli of .iffet lion. Then, with the rather bitter rynieisrn 
the okl, he wondered for a second whether it was not 
I iipl>uard love whu-h made Irene put up with him, No, 
she was not that .sort either. She Inui. if anything. P>o 
lit tie notion of how to butter her liread, iiu sense of 
priijierty, j>oor thing’ Ilesules, he hatJ not breathed a 
W(;rd about that codit il, imr should he- .suHif lent unto 
the dav w*as the grxKl thermf 
In the Victoria which met him at the station Holly was 
restraining th^* dt»g Halthasar, and their cafessex made 
■ jubey ' his tb;ive home. All the rest of tliat fine hot 
day and rnr>st of the ne»t he w.is tontent and peaceful, 
reposing in the ^^h:l<ie, while the lonjf lingering sunshine 
-Hhowered gold on the lawjH ,tnd the flowers Hut on 
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Thursday evening at his lonely dinner he began to count 
the hours; sixty hve till he would go dowif to meet her 
again in tlie little coppice, and walk up through the fields 
, at la r side. He had intended to consult the doctor about 
his fainting fit, but tiic fellow yould be sure to insist on 
quiet, MO exf itetnent and all that: and he did not iiyan to 
he tied by the leg, did not want to be told of an infirmity 
--if Iheri* were one, could not afford to hear of it at his 
time of life, now that this new interest had come. And 
he cvirefully avoided making any mention of 4 in a letter 
to his son It would only bring them back with a run! 
How far this silence was due to consideration for their 
pleasure, how far to regard for his own, he did not pause 
to ionsuh r. 

'lhat night in his study he had just finished his cigar 
and was (lozing oil, when he heard the rustle of a gown, 
and was rnnscious of a sc eiit of violets. Opening his eves 
he saw her, dress(?d in grey, ^^tanding by the fireplace, 
holding outeher arms. The odd thing was that though 
tho.se arms .seeinwl to hold m>Uiing, they wore curved as 
if round s(>nu‘one's neck, and ner own neck was bent back, 
her lij * open, her eyes closed. She vanished at once, and 
there were th<' mantelpiece and his bronzes. But th'')se 
hroii/.cs anti lh(‘ mantelpicie had not been there when she 
was, only the fireplace and the wail! Shaken and 
troubled, he got up. ‘ I must lake medicine,' he thought; 
' 1 can’t be weil,^ His heart boat too fast, he had an 
^l^lhfnatic ft'elmg in the chest; and going to the window, 
he opened it to get some air. A dog was barking far away, 
one of ^le dogs at (iage's fann no doubt, beyond the 
coppice. A Jicautiful .still night, hut dark. ‘ I dropped 
off.* her mu.->ed, ' that's it! And yet I’ll swear my eyes 
were Often ! ' A sound like a sigh seemed to answer. 

" What'.s that?" he said sharply, wlm's tliere?" 

fhittmg his hand to his .side to still the beating of hi.s 
heart, he stepped out on the terrace. Something soft 
‘■tc'urried by in the dark. " Shw!” It was that great 
grey cat. ‘‘Young HcxMimey was like a great cat!' he 
thought. ■ It was him in tliere, that siie— that she was 

He's got her still!' He walked to the edge of the 

terrace, and looked down into the flarkne.ss; he cbuld 
just see the jxiwdering of Uic daisies on thcaunm^wn lawn. 
Here to-day and gone to-morrow! And there came the 
moon, who saw ail* voung and old, alive and dead, and 
didn’t care a dump’ His own turn soon. For a single 
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day of youth he would what left ! And he 
turned again* tow-ardi* the hoiiiU'. lit loiiki see the 
windows of the iiiKdit nuri^try uj» there. Ihs-hitle sweet 
would 1)C asleep. ' Ht‘|>e that uog woti t wake her I' h«^ 
thought ' What is it nidlkes us love. aii|i makes us tiie • 

I niuM go to bed.’ 

Anti airojs the terrate stones, growing grey m the 
;iKx>xil!ght, he pa.sse£l bat k witlan. 


V 

How should an old man live hi*; days if not in dream 
ing of his tt't'll spent pa->t ;* In that, at all event**, theo 
IS no agit.ttmg wanr.th, only pale wmtei snnshni'*, i he 
slieil can uitlistand tlv' genile beatnm <d the tlvn.tnios ol 
meniorv- 1 lie jirt a fit he should thstiusi; the fin me shun 
I*><un be.n-ath the k .shadi* he should watth^lhe sunlight 
(T{*e]ung at his tties It there Ik* sun <d yununer. let bun 
not g(j <uit into n, niea.ikin,ifit for tin liuha suimner sunt 
Thus peiad\ entnre he **ha!l decline softh. sU>wl\<t^ inn*er 
ceptibly, mnd imp^itieni Nature rluldu^ his wiiHl pifve 
and he g usfis away to death Mime e«irlv morning belon- 
tin* world is aired, and they put on Ins toinbstmie , ' In 
the fiiliK'". ot years!' yea! H he preserve his pnn. ijiles 
in }w*rf*‘e t order, a I'oisvtu inav live on long after he is 
dead. 

Old jolvou was e.on.seious of all thi.s, anrl yet there was 
in him that whu.h transt e nded T'orsyteism. F«a it 
written that a Forsyte shall not lose U lutv more than 
reason; nor hi.s own way more than his emn*lie.i!th And 
^cmu•thi^g b*at within him m the'se ilav-. that with eat h 
Ihiob fretted at the thinning shell, ills SiUracity kiu vv 
this, but it knew Uk) that he eoukl not stop Ui.it tieatuuf. 
nor woulej if he; could. And yet, if yeui had toitj him he* 
w.i.s Iiv'ing on his < apdal, he woukl have* staieii )ou down 
No, no; a ni in <hd not live on his capita), i! w^es mit done’ 
The* shibboleths of the past arc ever :nor** real than tht 
at inalitu i id the present. And he. to who.a living on 
oncl^ capiud had always been anathema, eoi^ld hav** 
bf^tnte to have applied y,n;ss a plirase to In'* own case 
ideasurefs hetfl'Jdu!; beauty to see, lo hvr ugam in 
the j'outh of the young— and what d e* on * irth w;ui he 
doing ! 

Methotlically, as hael been the way of his wlmlc life, he 
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now arranged his time. On Tuesdays he journeyed up 
to town by train; Irene came and dined with him. And 
they went to the opera. On Thursdays he drove to town, 
and, putting that fat chap and his horses up, met her in 
Kensington Gardens, picking the carriage after he had 
left her, and driving home again in time for dinnef. Hr 
tfirew out the casual formula that he had. business in 
London on those two days. On Wednesdays and Salur 
days she carnc down to give Holly music lessons. The 
greater the pleasure he took in her society", the more 
scrupulously fastidious he became, just a matter-of-faci 
and friendly uncle. Not even in feeling, really, was he 
more — for. after all there was his age. And yet, if she 
were late he fidgeted himself to d(‘ath. If she missed 
coining, which happened twice, his eyes grew sad as an 
old clog’s, and he failed to sleep. 

And so a month went by — a month of summer in the 
licltls, and 411 his heart, witfi summer's heal and the 
fatigue thereof. Who could have believed a few weeks 
ba( k that he would have loo!ted forward to his son’s and 
his gril id ‘daughter's return with something like drear) ! 
There was such a delicious freedom, such recovery of that 
independence a man enjoys before he founds a family, 
about these weeks of lovely weather, and this now coni' 
panionship witli one who demanded nothing, and re- 
mained tdway.s a little unknown, retaining the fascination 
of mystery. It was like a draught of wine to him who has 
been drinking water for so long that ho has almost for 
gotten t^ic stir wine brings to his blcxid, the narcotic to 
his brain. The flowers were coloured brighter, scents and 
music and life sunlight had a living value — wen* no longer 
mere reminders of tlie past enjoyment. There was some- 
thing now to live lor which stirred him continually to 
anticipation. He lived in Uiat, not in retrospection; the 
difference is consiilemble to any so old as he. The plea 
sures of the table, never of much consequence to one 
naturally abstemious, had lost all value. He ate little, 
without knowing what he ate; and every day grew thinni r 
and more worn to look at. He was again a ‘ threacl- 
paper '; an^ to this tliinned form his massive forehead, 
with hollows at the temples, gave more dignity than ever. 
He was very well aw'are that hqi ought to see the doctor, 
but liberty "was to© sweet. He could not afford to pet 
his frequent shortness of breath and the pain in his side 
at the exj)eiise of liberty. Return to the vegetable 
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rxistfjKc he hivl leci among the agric ult ural journals with 
the life size in«ingoW wurzel<» l>efore this new attrartion 
<ame into his life— no* Hr exrmJnl his .tlUwanu* ol 
<'igar?. Two a day had always iHvn hjs rule, Now hr^ 
'^iiioked three and sometimes four— a ina^ w>il when he 
ii> fdltxj with the (.reativr spirit. iJut verv t>lten he 
tliought’ ‘ i inu.sl give up smoking, an<t <»ifh*e. 1 rmi's.t 
Rivr u[» rattling up to t«>wn.‘ Ihii he did not: there ua*- 
no one in anv sort of authority t<* notice hut!, and this 
was a prio h-ss Ixkmi. I he ju n ants jx-rhaps wondered, 
hut they wrte, naturally, dumb. MamVeli.- Ile.tuce v^a•^ 
tr*o cotuernrd with iicr own dtgf^^lon, and l<*o 'wet! 
hrrred ' to make personal allusions Holly had not as vet 
an rye for the relative a[)jM.*aran« i* of him who was In r 
plavthing aiul her gtxi It was left for Irene her self to In it; 
him to eat more, to rest in tlw hot part of the tlay, to 
take a tunu . and so forth Hut six *1x1 not tell him that 
^Ite was the lanse of his tlilime.ss - for one i .mnut see the 
hav(x f'Me«e)f is working. A man of eirditviive has m> 
pas.sions, hul the lhant\ w'iiiih ptoKlu*e> passion work--' 
<»n m the old way, till death iJos.-., the eves whubtrava 
the sight of H' r 

On tijf' first day of the sttrond week m July he retcivrd 
a li'tter from his son in Paris to that they would all 
be bat k on I'ridav. This hud always lieen more sure than 
Fate; but, with the pathetic improvidence given to the 
nid, that they may endure to the uid, he hatl never quite 
admitted it. Now he did, and .something wouUl have to 
be done. He ha<l t eased to be able to imagine life witiioiit 
this new' interest, but that whith is not imagiixtl Horat' 
time exists, .as Forsvtes are perpetually fuxiing to their 
tost. Me Kit in his old leather chair,' doubling up the 
letter, and mumbling with his bps the end of an unhu)'tts| 
t igar. After to-morrow his Tuesrlay expeditions to town 
wouhl have to be abandoned. He (ould .still drive up, 
jMThap'^, once a week, on tlic pretext of seeing Ins man 
of busmens Hut even that wrouJd be dcnendenl on hn 
health, for now they would b(*gin to fuss aboift him. Tlx 
''*s-.ons ! d he le.ssoas must go on ! She must .swallow down 
lier ^ruples, and June must put lier feelings in her 
5 XK kei, She had done so once, on the day afflir the news 
of Hosinniiy's rfeath; what she had dune then, she could 
'^urely do ag.tin now. l^ur years siq^e that injury was 
inflictexl on her — not Christian to kerp the memory of old 
.sore.s alive. June's will w.ajs strong, but his was sUongcf, 
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for his sands were running out, Irene was soft, surely she 
would do this for him, subdue her natural shrinking, 
sooner than give him paint The lessons must continue. 
* for if they did, he was secure. And lighting his cigar at 
hist, he bogjtn frying to shape*out how to put them all, 
and explain this strange intimacy; how to veil wrap 
it away from the naked truth — that he copkl n<‘jt beat 
to be deprived of the sight of beaut^^ Ah ! Holly ! H(»lly 
was fond of her, Ihillv liked her lessons. She would save 
him — his little sweet! And with that happy* thought he 
became serene ,ind wondered what he had tieen worrying 
about so feiirfnlly. He must not worr}-, it left him always 
curiously weak, and ;is if but half pn^sent in his own 
btxly. 

That evening after dinner he hatl a return of tlie di/ri- 
ness, though he did not faint. He w'ould not ring the be’), 
iM'cause he knew it would mean a fuss, and mak(‘ lus 
going uj} on tlie morrow moA* conspicuous. When one 
grew old, Ae whole world was in conspiracy to limit 
freedom, and for what reasc^i? — Just to keep the breath 
in himci little long'T. He did not want it at sudi a cost. 
Only tluj <hfg Halthasar saw his lonely recovery from that 
weakness; anxiously watched his ina.ster go to the sid« 
lioanl and drink some brandy, instead of giving him a 
biscuit. When at la*'t old Jofyon felt able to tatkle the 
stairs he went up to bed. And, though still shaky next 
morning, the thought of the evening sustained and 
strengthened him. It w;is always such a pleasure, to give 
h«*r a gtXKl dinner he suspected her of umler ealing when 
,she was* alone; and, at the opera, to watch her e>es glow 
and brightK^, the uncon.scious .smiling of her lip^ Sh*- 
hadn't much pleasure, and this was the last time he 
would be able to give her that treat. Hut when he was 
packing his bag he caught luinself wishing that he had 
not tlie fatigue of drt'S'^ing for dinner betore him, and 
the exertion, too, of telling her about June’s return. 

The oper^i that evening was ' Cannen,' and he chose 
the last tmtfiute to break the news, in'-tvnctively putting 
it off till the latest moment. She took it (piietlv. oueerlv: 
in fact, he did not know how slie had takt'n it before the 
wav ward rmisic lifted up again and silence became nece.s- 
The ma.sk was down over her f&ce, lihat mask 
behind which so much went on inat he could not sec. She 
wanted time to think it ov’cr. no doubt! He would not 
preSvS her. for she would be coming to give her lesson 
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Uv nionTAv aftt rncKsn, and he should her then when slxe 
had got used to the idea In the cab hr onlv of 

the t'amnen; he hatl seen iK'tter m the oh! days, but this 
oTiO was not bat! at all. When he t<»<»k fje; h.ind to 
gcv’d-niglU, she bent quakly forward and kissed Ins fore- 
head. • 

■ (itvod bve. dear Uiiclt' Jolyon. you have Inen so 
sweet to me!’' 

“ 'rontorrow then," he *' GoKsbnight Sleep 

well." Sheo'i ti('ed softiv : " Sleep welP" and from the 
la!) window, rdieadv rmnirii; aw.iv. he s.tw her fan- 
fk r(‘W(sl round towanls him, am! h<*f hand put out in a 
gesture wiikh seenuMj to huger. 

lb- sru}ght hi.s room .slowly. They never gave htin the 
.siiine, and he umiM n(d get used tx» these ' spuk and- 
ppandv ' hrdrrv)ms wt»h m‘W. taruiture and grrv green 
carpet > ^p^nKIed ail e\ei with pmk nors lie wa.s wake- 
ful ami tint wren bed H*benera kept throbbing in hw 
Head. lbs iTem h had n-ver tieen equal to it^ w'ords. but 
il.s sen a* he knew, if ii ha(4 any stuise, a gipsy thing - 
wild and iinac t ount*ible. \Ve)l, there run, in ‘ouie 
thing win. h upsct all vour tare and pi.ans- -some, 
tiling whieh made men and women daiue tc’ its pipe.. 
And he lay slating from deep sunk eyes into the d arkness 
where the” iinat. countable held .sway- You thought you 
had hold c)f liir*. but it slippetl avvav Ivdund you. tof>k 
vou by t!ie mtuIT of the neck, tor< ed vou here anti fooed 
von there, and then, likely as not. s<juee/ed hfe out cd 
you ! It Iciok the wry stars like tiiat he sliouldn’t wonder, 
rubbed their noses together and flung tliem apart, it had 
never done playing its (iraiiks. Five peoplr in 

this great bluiidt rliuss of a town, amf all of them at the 
men V of that bde-Kone. like a lot of little dried ]X'Aih 
hopping about on a baird whcui you sfrink your fist on 
it. Ah, w'ell! Himself would not hop much ionger--a 
gocxl long sleep would do hint gooti • 

How' hot it was uft here!-- how noisy! fbs forehead 
burned; sin h.ad kis-;»'d it just where he alwflys worried: 
mst there— as if she had known the very plate and wanted 
to kiss it all away for him. Rut instead, her bps left a 
ptitcn of grievous uneasiness. She had nevef qx^o n in 
quite tha4 voite, had never bt’ft>re made that hugerme 
gesture, or looked back %t him its sly' drove aw.iy. He 
got out of bed and pulled the curtains aside; his room 
faced down over the river. There was little air, but the 
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sight of that breadth of water flowing by, calm, eternal, 
s(X)thed him. ‘ The great thin^,’ he thought, ‘ is not to 
make myself a nuisance. I'll think of my little sweet, and 
to sleep.’ But it was long before the heat and throb- 
bing of the London night died out into the short slumber 
of the suniiner*inorning. And old Jolyon had bu4 forty 
winks. 

When he reacherl hoin»* next day he went out to the 
flower garden, an<i wiili the help of Holly, who was 
vtTy delicate with flowers, gathered a great bunch cvf 
(arnalions. They were, he told her, for * the lady in 
grey ’ — a name still bandied betw'een them; and he put 
them in a bowl in his study where he meant to tackle 
Irene the moment she eame, on the subject of June and 
the future Jess<jns, Their fragrance and colour would 
help. After lunch lie lay dpwn, for he felt very tired, and 
the (arriage would not bring her from the station till 
four o'clock. But as ih<- hour approached he grew rest- 
less, and sclughl the sch<H>l-room, which overlooketl the 
drive. The sun-blind.s were«down, and Holly was there 
with fji^demoiselle Beauce, sheltered from the heat oi 
a stifling July chiy, attending to their silk-worrns. Old 
jolyon had a natural antipathy to tliese metliodical 
(Teat lints, whose heads and colour reminded him (^f 
eleifliants; w'ho nibbled such quantities of holes in nice 
green leaves; and .smelled, as ho thought, horrid. He .sat 
down on a chintz covered window-se.it whence he could 
see the drive, and gel what air there was; and the dog 
Balthasar, who appreciated chintz on hot days, jumped 
up besidit him. (Kht the cottage piano a violet dust- 
sheet, fach'tUalmost to grey, was spread, and on it the first 
lavenchT, whose scent filled the room. In spite of the 
ccxflness here, perhai>s becau,se of that coolness the beat 
of life veliemrntlv impressed his ebbed-down senses 
Each sunbeam which came through the chinks had annoy- 
ing brilliance; that dog smelled ver>^ strong; the lavender 
perfume was overpowering; those silk-worms heaving up 
their grey-gf<‘en backs seemed horribly alive; and Holly’s 
dark head bent over them had a wonderful silky sheen. 
A marvellous cruelly strong thing was tife when ^you 
were old aficl weak; it seemed to mock you with its 
multitude of forms and its beating vitality* He l^id never, 
till those last few weeks, had thli curious feeling of being 
with one half of hfra eagerly home along in the stream 
of life, and with the other half left on the bank, watching 
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that helpless projtfrt^ss. Oalv when Irene was with him 
did he lose this double C(ui<4 iousnes^ 

Holly turned her hea<l. |x}mted with her little tirown 
fist to the pwiu>“-for to with a hnf;i*t: was m# 

' welbbrrnd ’—and s;iid .slvly : 

" I^ik at tlie * ladv in eiev/ ('.r.in:*isirt she nirtty 
to-dav?" * ' 

Old Jolytm's heart fjAve a lliitt'T, and for a sc* ond the 
iTHun was clouded; th'ii it flea red, and he mkI with a 
twinkle; , 

Who’s been dressing* her up?" 

" M.iin’zelle. ' 

Hollce! IXm't be fooli.sh ! ' 

That prim little Freruhwoman’ She lindn't yet got 
over the music lessons being talo n away from her That 
wouldn't help. His little >\veel was the onlv friend tUev 
had. Well, they were her lessons And he shouldn't 
budge — sliouldn t budg*’ l>or anything. He stroked the 
warm w(k>1 on Ba}ihas.»r's head, anil he, iri> Holly say: 

When mother’s liome, 4 >ere won't be any ihanges, 
will there? She d<n.'sn't like ^trang<•rs, you kiu^-." 

The chihl's wiirds sefined to bring the r lullv atmos- 
phere of ojipo.>iiio.'i almut old Jolyon, and diM Imt all 
tile menace to his n«'W' hmrnl freedom, Ah! He would 
have to resign himself to being an rjld man at the nu r< y 
of care and love, or fight to keep this new and pn/e.d 
i ompaiiionshij); and to fight tired him to drath Hut 
his thin, worn fare hardened into reM»lutn>n till it ap 
peared all jaw' Thj< was liis house, and hi", aff.ui ; he 
■^IjoDifj not budge! He looker) at his w-atth, old find thm 
like hiimeif; he had owmeri it fifty years^ I'a^^t four 
already! And kissing the top of Holly's In id m f»ass- 
ing, he went down to the hall. He wanted !<* get hold 
of her Iwdore “he went up to give her les-^fUi At the first 
sound of wheels he stepjwd out into the poo h and saw 
at once that the vutoria w.ys einfdv- 

" The train’s in, sir; but the tidy ’a.sn't (orne " 

Old Jolyon gave him a sharp ujjiward his eves 

seemed to push away that fat ehap s runosily, anti df f\ 
him to see the bitter disappmntment he feeling 
"•Very well." he said, and turned Uick mm the house 
He went to his study and sat down, quivering like a leaf 
What did thi.s mean? might have lost her tram, 

but he knew' well enough she hruln'l. " Oood-bve, tlcar 
Uncle jolyon.*’ Why *' Oofxl bye " and not " fbvf>d 
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night?" And that hand of hers lingering in the air. 
And her kiss. What did it mean ? Vehement alarm and 
irritation took possession of him. He got up and began 
pace the Turkey carpet, between window and wall. 
She was going to givtj him up! He felt it for certain — 
and he defencefliss. An old man wanting to lo^k on 
beauty! It was ridiculous! Ago closed his mouth, 
paralysed his power to fight. He had no right to what 
wa.s warm and living, no right to anything but memorii‘s 
and sorrow. Ho could not plead wiUi her; even an old 
man has his dignity. Defenceloss! For an hour, lost to 
bodily fatigue, ho paced up and down, past the bowl of 
carnations he had plucked, wdiich mocked him with its 
scent. (Jf nil tilings hard to bear, the prfistration of will- 
power is hardest, for one who has always had his way. 
Nature had got him in its net, and like an unhappy fi.sh 
he turned and swam at the meshes, here and lliere, found 
no hole, no breaking point. J'bey brought him tea at 
five o'clock, ••and a letter. For a moment hope b(*at up 
in him. He cut the envelope with the butter knife, and 
read : ^ 

" Dfarkst Unci.e Joi.von, — I can’t bear to write any- 
thing that may disappoint you, but I was too cowardly 
to tell vou last night. I feel I can't come down anii 
give Holly any more lessons, now that June is coming 
back. Some things go too deep to he forgotten. It ha.s 
been .such a joy to see you and fiolly. Perhaps I shall 
.still see you sometimes when you come up, though I'm 
sun* it's«not good for you; I can see you are tiring your- 
self too miu^. I iM'lievc you ought to rest quite quietly 
ail this hot w'eather, and now you have your son and 
June coining back you will be so happy. Thank you a 
million times for all your sweetness to me. 

" Lovingly your Irene. " 

So, there it was! Not good for him to have plea.sure 
and what ht* chiefly cared about; to tr\' and put off 
feeling the inevitable end of all things, the approach of 
tleath with its .stealthy, rustling footseps. Not good for 
him ! Not even she could .see how she was his new ff'a.se 
of interest in life, the incarnation of all ,thc l^eauty he 
felt slipping from him! • 

His lea grew roltl, his cigar remained unlit; and up 
and down he paced, tom between his dignity and his 
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hold on lifr. Intolerable to be «iqu‘*ejEr<l out slowly, 
without a Aiiy of your own. to live on when vour w‘tll 
was in the hands of <^{}»ins bent on weighiufe vou to the 
groiiml w’ith car * and love. Intof' fable ' He wotild see 
what teliiiii: Iot tlu- truth woulr! tlo--tlr truth that he 
want'-ft the sif-dii o* i»er more than |itsl a hru’ernuj on. 
He s,it df’iwn at Ijh old buieau anrl took a lu-n Hut he 
lould not w'rite. '1 h»Te wi\s Munethin^ rev( 4 fuii; m hav- 
iii;^ to pU\(<\ hkf* this, plead that 'he ••h-niM warm ho; 
eve^ with }n*r beauty. It was tarit.imount to i oiite‘'Si!»>> 
dotage. He SiUiply t ould not And m'.tead, be wrote. 

" 1 had lvt{V(<i tint the jnejuo.ry of old st»fes wouh^ 
not be allowed In ''l.aid in tlu* wav ol what n a pfe.i'Uirr 
and a preht to me am! tav little jiranddan;,'hter Hut 
idd men 1* .jrn to fc«! r> their v^huns. thei art* nhliriefl 
to. even the wlnrn o. bvf must be foreetuie *n*{>ner or 
later, and fnrlnu*' the vjtnicT the better ^ 

" Mv l<'\e to V^'U. 

♦ ’* Jm vuN l''oK*^vrr..'* 

• 

‘ Hitter/ he ihouclH. ‘ but I t.in’t helj> it I'm tired 
He scaled and <irop|«‘.l it into the bnv hu tin* evetunc. 
{Kjsl, and hearuu' it fall to the tioitom, thought : ' Ihere 
goes all I've locked forwattl to!’ 

That eveni is;, after dinner, whu h he st ar* »-lv tom l-ed, 
after his cigar, wdiich he hdt half--smr*krd. f»'r d made 
him (eel faint, he went ver>' slowlv upstairs and stole 
info the night nuryiv*. He sat down on the junrlow 
.seat A night light was burnmi!. and he could pod see 
Holly’s face, w'jth one hand underneath tlnfi^duak An 
earlv c.(X’k-( hafer buzzed in the Japanese pap* 1 with 
which thev had fdled the grate, and one of the hMr'«^e^. 
in the stable st imped restle^dv To sleep hk'* th *! f fold ! 
He pressrri apart two rung'^ of the venei;,>ri bimfl and 
looked fuit, th'* moon was rising, biood rer! H" had 
never seen so red a iTKxtn. The wcv»ds aru) fields out 
there were* flroprdng b* .sleep tof*. in the last ghmrner of 
the summer light. And beauty, bio* a spin?, wdkod. 
’ rv« Ind a long !if<*/ h*- thought, ' the hty of mMrlv 
everything. Tn an urirrateiul rhat<, I've *.een a lot of 
beaut V nf niv*time. voung Ho-.innev said ! had 

a sense of beaut v, Tln'r*- s a man sn tin* iie>'’n to night ' 
A moth went bv. another. ane*thrr ’ Lidi-s m grey*’ 
He closerl hit? eyes, A feeling that he wi>uld never open 
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them a^ain beset him; he let it grow, let himself sink; 
then with a shiver, dragged the lids up. There was 
something >vrong with liim, no doubt, deeply wrong; 
^le would have to have the doctor after all. ft didn't 
much matter ijow! Into that coppice the moonlight 
would have crept; there w'ould be shadows, aiick thosi* 
shadows could be the only things awake. No bird^, 
btjasts, flowers, insects; just the shadows — moving; 
‘Ladies in grey!' Over that log they would climb; 
would whisjier together. She and Bosinney! Funny 
thought ! And the frogs and little things would whisper 
too! How the clock ticked, in here! It was all eerie- 
out there in the light of that red m(X)n; in here with tin 
kittle steady night-light and the ticking clock and iIk- 
nurse's dressing-gown hanging from the edge of the 
screen, tall, like a woman’s figure. ' Lady in grey!’ 
And a very odd thought beset him; Did she exist? Had 
she ever come at all? Or wat she but the emanation of 
all the benifity he had loved and must leave so soon? 
The violet-grey spirit with tihe dark eyes and the crown 
of amkiT hair, who walks the dawn and the moonlight, 
and at bhiel>ell time? What was she, who was she, did 
she exist? He rose luid stcH,>d a moment clutching the 
window-sill, to give him a sense of reality again; then 
began tiptCK'ing towards the door. He stopped at the 
foot of the bed; and Holly, as if conscious of his eyes 
tixed on her, stirn‘d, sigbed, and curled up closer in 
defence. He tiptoed on and msst'd out into the dark 
passjige; re, u bed his rcKim, undressed at once, and stcKid 
before A mirror in his night-shirt. What a scartHTow-^ 
with templ«fi fallen in, and thin legs! His eye.s resisted 
Ids own image, and a look of pride came on his face, 
All was in league to pul! him down, even his reflection 
in the glass, but he was not down — yet ! He got intt) 
bed, and lay a long time without sleeping, trying to 
reach resignation, only too well aware that fretting and 
dis;ippoint merit were very bad for him. 

He woke 'in the morning so unrefrtjshed and strength- 
less that he sent for the dextor. After sounding him, 
the fellow pulled a fare as long jis your arm, and ordered 
him to stay in bed and ^ive up sinoking. That was no 
hardship; there was nothing to get up fof, ,ind when he 
felt ill. tobacco aks'ays last it!^ savour. He spent the 
morning languidly niUi the sunhlinds down, turning and 
rc-tuming The times, not re.iding much, the dog Bah 
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thasar lying beside his t)cd. With his lunch th^' brought 
him a telegram, running thus. “ Your letter roitnvrd 
coming down this afterncKm will W wuJi you at four 
thirl\. Irj-jne." 

Coming down! After all! Then -he did cvist - and 
he wa^nol desertcil. Coming down! A glow ran through 
his linil»; his thceks and farchratl frit hot lb- drank 
bis soup, and pushed the trav table away, Ivmg verv 
quiet until they had removed lunch and l<-ft him alone, 
but every’ now and then his ryes twinkles!, (‘oriiing 
down! His he;ul beat fast, and then diil not seem to 
beat at all. At three o'clock he got up and cire-^sed 
deliberately, noiselessly. lh»Hy ami Mani'/elle would be. 
in the sihoolrmim. and the servants asleep after ilntr' 
dinner, he .shouldn't wonder. He opened hss dts^r 
cautiously, and went down->tairn In the hall the dog 
Halthasar l.iy soliury, and. hdiowed by him, old Jolyon 
passed into hi-- .study and out intc^ the bin nine after* 
ncKUi He in<*ant to go dowm and meet herein the cop 
pice, but felt at once he cr^ld not manage that in this 
heat. He sat down instead under the o.ik tree||>V the 
swing, and the dog Uaithasar, who also felt the heat, 
lay down beside him. He s,it there smiling What ,4 
revel of bright minutes! What a hum of iriw c ts, and 
(ooing of pigeons! It was the cjumtessence of a sinmnei 
day. Lovely! And he was happy— hapfiy as a s,ind 
tmy, whati’ver that might l)e. She wa.^. coming, she had 
ned given him up* He had cver\^thmg in life he wanted 
- except a litth* mere breath, and less wught pist here* 
H<* would .s<*e her when she emerged from the hrnm', 
t ome swaying just a little, a violet-grey fijuire passin;; 
ov«?r the daisies and dandelion.s and soldiers " on the 
lawn— the soldiers with their flowery crowns He would 
not move, but she w*ouId come up to him and say . 

" Dear Uncle Jolyon. I am .sorry!" and *^11 in tlie «wmg 
jiid let him look at her and tell her ih.ci he hed no? 
bee n very' well but was all right ncn\ . are! doe wouM 
lick her hand, That dog knew’ his ma.-ter ^,t.s fond of 
her; that dog was a good dog. 

It, was quite .‘‘h.idv under tlie tree; the sun could riM 
get at him. only make the rest of the worlcf bright Vf 
that he ;9uld i%;e the Grand Sund at Epsom away ruit 
there, very’ far, and the Aiws rropfni^ th»‘ clover in the 
held and swishing at the flie-*. wiUi their tails. He 
smelled the scent of limes, and lavender. Ah! that wa*t 
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why there was such a racket of bees. They were excited 
— ^busy, as his heart was busy and excited. Drowsy, too, 
drowsy and drugged on honey and happiness; as his 
•fieart was drugged and drowsy. Summer — summer — 
they seemed saying; great bees and little bees, and the 
flies too! 

The stable clock struck four; in half an hour she would 
be here. He would have just one tiny nap because he 
had had so little sleep of late; and then he would be 
fresh for her, fresh for youth and beauty,* coming to- 
wards him across the sunlit lawn — lady in grey! And 
settling back in his chair he closed his eyes. Some 
Ihistle-down came on what little air there was, and 
pitched on his moicstache more white than itself. He 
did not know; but his breathing stirred it. cauglit then*. 
A ray of sunlight struck through and lodged on his lxx)t 
A bumble-bee alighted and strolled on the crown of his 
Panama hat. And the delicioas surge of slumber reached 
the brain beneath that hat, and the head swayed forward 
and rested on his breast. Summer— summer ! So went 
the hufci. 

The stable clock struck the quarter-past. The dog 
Balthasar .stretched and looked up at his master. The 
thistle-down no longer moved. The dog placed his chiu 
over the sunlit foot. It did not stir. The dog withdrew 
his chin quickly, rose, and leaped on old Jolyon’s lap, 
looked in his face, whined; then, leaping down, sat on 
his haunches, gazing up. And suddenly he uttered a 
long, long howl. 

But flic thistle-dow'n was still as death, and the face 
of his old«ma,ster. 

Summer— summer — summer! The soundless footsteps 
on the grass! 
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PART I 


CHAPTKU I 

AT fiMOlHY'S 

The possessive instinct never stands still Tlirnturh 
llurescencc and feud, frasts and fires, it tullowed tlie lawi 
of pro^'ressioii even in the Forsyte family whuli had 
believed it lixed for ever. Nor can it U' dissociated Irntn 
environment any more than the quality of potato lujin the 
soil. ^ 

The histtirian of the English eighties and iineties will, 
in liis good time, depict th<k somewhat rapid progression 
from s(df-c<,^ntented and contained provimialisn^li) still 
more self-contented if less contained imi>erutlism--Tn otla-i 
words, the " posse.ssive " instinct of the nation on tie' 
move. And so, as if in c<»nformity, was it with the Forsyte 
family. They were spreiidiiig not merely on the surfau* 
but within. 

When in 1805, Susan Hayman, the married lo^rsyte 
sister, folhjwed her husband at the huhrrously lt)w age of 
seventy-four, and was cremated, it made .slrangt lv Idth* 
stir among the six old l'(»rsyles left. I*’or this apathy there 
were three causes. First : the almost surrep^ious Initial 
of old Jolyon in 1892 down at Rohm Hill T/rst of the 
Forsytes to desert the family gn^ve at Highgate. That 
burial, coming a year after Swiihin's entinly pn.fier 
funcnil, had occasioned a great deal <»f talk on horsyte 
'Change, the abode of Timotliy I'orsyte on the fkiyswuter 
Ktad, Umdon, which still collected and radiated family 
go,s.sip. Opinions ranged from the lamentation of Aunt 
Juley to the outspoken assertion of i* ramie that it was 
“a Jolly good thing to stop all tliat study Highgate 
busiiiess." Uncle Jolyon in his later years- -niderd evei 
since the strange and lamentaide affair Udween hi.s grand- 
daughter, June’s lover, foiing liosimiey. and Irene, his 
nephew Sdames Forsj'le’s wife — haa noticeably rapjied 
the family’s knuckles ; and tint w;iv <'i hn own which I *■ 
57 
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had always taken had l^egun lo seem to them a little way- 
ward. The pliiloHophic vein in liim, of course, had always 
l)een too liable to crop out of the strata of pure Forsyteism, 
%o they were in a way prepared for his interment in a 
stran^'e .sp<d. Hut the* whole thing was an odd business, 
and when the djntents of his Will l^erarnc currenjt coin 
on Forsyte 'Cliange, a shiver had gone round tiie clan. 
Out of liis estate (/i.^5,304 gros.s, with liabihties £1$ 7s. 
^d.) lie had actualTv ielt /,J5,ooo to " whomever do you 
think, mv <U‘ar ? To Irene I " tliat runaway wife of his 
nepJiew f^oarnes ; Irene, a woman who liad almost dis- 
gr.iccd Hie family, and"- still more amazing — was to liim 
no bl(K)d relation. Not out and out, of course , only a 
4 ifc interest — only the income from it ! Still, there it was ; 
and old Jolvon’s claim to be tlie perfect Forsjde was 
ended once {or all. That, then, was the first reason why 
the burial of Susan Havmah — ^at Woking— made little stir. 

The second reason was altogether mure exji.insive and 
inificrial. Hi sides the house on Campden Hill, Susan had 
a place (left her by Hayman^when he died) just over Hie 
birder^ Hants, where tlie Ha>nnan Ixjys liad learned to 
be su(ii good shots and riders, as it was believed, which 
was of course nice for them, and creditable to everybody ; 
and the f.ict of owning something really countrified seemed 
somehow to excuse the dispersion of her remains — though 
what could have pul cremation into her head they could 
not think ! The usual invitations, however, had been 
is.sued and Soaines had gone down and yming Nicholas, 
and the Will had ht'en cjiiite satishictory so far as it went, 
for she Kad (Uily had a life interest ; and everything had 
gone quite ^noothly to lh<‘ clnldren in equal sluircs. 

The thira reason why Susan's burial made little stir was 
the mo.st e.vpansive of all. It was summed up daringly by 
Kuphemia. the pale, the thin : “ Well. / think people have 
a right to tlieir own bodies, even when they're dead." 
Coming from a daughter of Ishcholas, a Litieral of the old 
scintxil and mu.si tyrannical, it was a sUirlling remark — 
showing in a flash what a lot of water had run under 
bridges since the death of Aunt Ann in '86, just when the 
propnetorship of Soames over his wife’s IxkIv was acquir- 
ing the uncertainly which had led to such dis^iMer. 
ICuphcmia, of course, spoke like a cliil4. no 

experience ; for though w'ell ove# thirty by now,*her name 
was still J'orsN'tc. Iflit, making all allowances, her remark 
did undoubtedly show expansion id the principle of 
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liberty, decentralisation and shift in the central point of 
possesion from others to oneself. When Nuhohu* h'Mfd 
ills daughter s remark from Aunt Hester he had raptwl 
out : “ Wives an<i daughters ! 'HuTe's rn* end to UieiP 
lilicrty in these davs I knew that ‘ J.u kion * case w<*uld 
lead t<f things — lugging in Habeas ('orj^us hke that ' ' He 
i)ad, of courser, never really torgiven the Marnn! Wein.uis 
f\ojx;rty Act. which would so have interho-d \Mth hun if 
he had hot mercifully marned txfore it v\as p.issui H\»t. 
in truth, there was no denving the revolt amcsig the 
younger Forsytes against tx*mg owneil bv others : tintt, 
its it were. Cxdonial disposition to <mn onewil. whuii is tf»e 
paradoxical h.rerunner oi Impen.disin. was makuej.^ 
progress all the time. They were all now marned. ev^epi 
(k‘orge. confirmed to the' Turf and llie ls<*eum < iub . 
irancie, pursuing the musical -career in a studio oft the 
King's Koad. Chelsea, and stdl taking '* h>v« is “ to 
dances; Kuphemia, Uving*at home <in(l n>f|^|.<l.imiru; of 
Kit hulas ; and those two Dromios, (hies and Je^>e Hav- 
man. Of the third generatidli there wen* not very nianv 
—young Jolyon had three. Wimfreil Darlie fou^^voung 
Nicholas six already, young Roger had one, Maria 
Tweetyman one ; St* Jtihii Haymuii two Hut the rest 
of the sixteen mrinied — Soames, Kacliel and ( icelv ol 
James’ family ; Eustace and Tiionias of Kogei ’s : I-.ruc a. 
Archibald and Florence? of Nicholas' ; Augustus and 
Annabel Siiciuier of the Ha>nnan*s— were going down 
the vears uurcproduced. 

Thus, of the ten (dd Forsytes twenty-on<* voung l^orsytes 
had been iKim ; but of the twenty-one v'umg I'^rsyles 
there were as yet only .seventeen avs<endar%; and u 
alieadv seemed' unlikelV that there wouUi be more than 
a furtiicr unconsidered tntlc or so. A student of statists , 
must have noticed that the buta rate had \..ried in 
accordanci' witli the rate of inlere.st f<»r ^'^>ar money. 
Grandlather " SupcricTC Dosset ” lM,»rsyte in toe curiv 
nineteenth century liad been getting ten [>cr ynt for ms 
hence ten children. Tho.se Uni. leaving out tT»e four 
had not married, and Juicy, wiiose im-l^ind ^'plimus 
SmaU iiad. oi course, died almost at one**, 0.4 avetu,;Mi 
from four to five jx^r cent, lor lheir&, au<i preduced 
according^'. Ttie teventy-one whom they 
now getting kirely three {(cr cent, in iiic 
their fathe? had mostly vied tlic S^tllemcnts tljey 
to avoid death duties, and the six of them who had Ixeo 
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reproduced had seventeen children, or just the proper 
two and five-sixths per stem. 

There were other reasons, too, for this mild reproduction. 
\ distrust of their earning powers, natural where a 
sufficiency is gijaranteed, together with the knowledge 
that their fathers did not die. kept them cauti<*us. H 
one had children and not much income, the standard of 
taste and comfort must of necessity go down ; what was 
enough for two was not enough for four, and so on — ^it 
would be better to wait and see what Father did. Besides, 
it was nicer to be able to take holidays unhampered. 
Sooner in fact than own children, they preferred to con- 
Jjcntrate on the ownership of themselves, conforming to 
the growing tendcncy—/m de silclc, as it was called. In 
this way, little ri.sk was run. and one would be able to 
have a motor-car. Indeed-. Eustace already had one, but 
it had shaken him horribly, and broken one of his eye 
teeth ; so that it would be better to wait till they were 
a little safer. In the meantime, no more children ! Even 
young Nicholas was drawing in his horns, and had made 
no addition to his six for quite three years. 

The corporate decay, however, of the Forsytes, their 
dispersion rather, of wliich all this was symptomatic, had 
not advanced so far as to prevent a rally wlien itoger 
Forsyte died in 1890. It had been a glorious summer, and 
after holidays abroad and at tiie sea tliey were practically 
all buck in London, when Roger whtli a touch of his old 
originality had suddenly breathed his last at nis own 
house in l^rinccs Gardens, At Timothy's it was whispered 
sadly tiiat p^or Roger had alwap been eccentric about liis 
digcstion:-,ehad he not, for instance, preferred German 
mutton to all the other brands ? 

Be that as it may, his funeral at Highgate had been 
perfect, and coming away from it Soames I'orsyte made 
almost mechanically for his Uncle Timothy's in tlie Bays- 
water Road. Tlie " Old Things " — Aunt Juley and Aiint 
Hester — ^would like to hciir about it. His fatiier — James 
— at cighty'eight liad not felt up to the fatigue of the 
funeral ; and Timothy himself, of course, had not gone ; 
so that Nicholas had Iwen the only brother present, Still 
there had been a fair gatliering : and it would cheer Aunts 
Juley and Hester up to know. The kincNy nought was 
not unmixed with llic inevitabU longing to* gel something 
out of evcrytliing you do, wliich is the chief characteristic 
of Forsytes, and indeed of the saner elements in every 
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nation. In this practice of taking family matters to 
Timotiiy's in the BiU-swater SMines was but 

following in the footsteps t»f hi< father, who had lieen in 
the habit of going at least once a ueek to see his sisters 
at Timothy's, ami had onlv given it up when he lost hn 
nerve *ft eiglity-six, and could not go out without Kmilv 
To go with I'^nnlv was of no use, for who ctndd really talk 
to any one in the presem'c of his own ntfe ^ lake jamrs 
in the old days, Si.»ames fouml tune to go there neatlv 
every Sunday" and sit in the little thawing-r.kun into 
whi( h. with Ids undt*ubt<‘d taste lie h,al intrfHltjceil .i 
good deal of change and china ni*! tjuite up to hr. owji 
fastidious mark, ami at least twti i.ither doubt Inl liirbi/onl| 
pictures, at Chnsiinastides He Iiimselt. who had <ioue 
extremely well with the Haibizons. hail ha some year^ 
past m<»vrd towards tiic M.-nse^., Israel, ami Mauve, and 
was hoping to do lx*tter in the nver.sulc liouse whuh lie 
now inhabited near M.ip^‘durham he had^a galleiy, 
lie.uitifullv liung and lighted, to whn.li lew London dealers 
were strangers It served, as a Sunday allcrruKHi 
attraction in those wei‘k end parties w'huh hi.'^istrrs. 
Winilred or Km lid, oceasionally organised for him Lor 
thougii he W.IS but a tact it urn slnovinaii, hts quiet t*)llected 
iletermimsm seldom failed to iiilluence his guests, who 
knew that his reputaiion was grounded imt on nuTr 
igsthetic (anev, but on fits |X»\ver of gauging the lulure ol 
market values. When he went i«i 'Jirnotliv's He almost 
always lutl some little tale of tnmnpii inct a dealer t * 
unfold, and dearly he loved that coo ol pride witl^ win* h 
Ids aunts would greet it. This afternoon, however, lie was 
dillerently animated, cunimg from Hogcr s tu^ttKil m he. 
neat dark clothes— not <pnte bl.u k, for after .dl an um le 
was but an um.le, and his soul abiioired excessive riisidav 
(»f feeling. 1 aiming back m a marqm tc rie i hair and ga/ing 
down his uplifted nose at the sky-bbe wali^ pladeted with 
gold frami's, lit* w’a.s noticeably silent Wlirthfr U-caUM' 
he hail licen to a funeral or not, the < uluo I oisvte build 
of his face was seen to the best advantage tins aftermK>i!i 
—a face concave and long, with a jaw winch divested c»f 
flesh, would have seemed extravagant; altygethcr a 
chmnv face though not at all iILloc/kmg. He was feeling 
more strongly than ever that Timothy s was h-nxsleiisly 
'* rum-ti'too ' and tiic souls of his .wnb» dismally mMi> 
Victorian. The subject on which alone he wanted to talk 
his ttvvn uiidivorted position — was unspeakable. And yCw 
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it occupied his mind to the exclusion of all else. It was 
only since the Spring that Uiis had been so and a new 
feeling grown up which was egging him on towards what 
")c knew njight well be folly in a Forsyte of forty-five. 
More and more*of late he ha<l been conscious that he was 
‘'getting on." The fortune, already considerable \fhen he 
conceived the house at Robin Hill which had finally 
wrecked his marriage witli Irene, l-.ad mounted with 
.surprising vigour in the twelve lonely years during wJiich 
he had devoted lamself to little el.'^e. He was worth lo-dav 
well over a hundred thousand pounds, and had no one to 
leave it to — no real object for going on with wliat was his 
f religion. Even if he were io relax his cfiorts. money made 
money, and lie felt that he would have a hundred and 
fifty thousand Iwfiire he knew where he was. There had 
always been a strongly dom<‘stic, philoprogenitive sid(‘ to 
Soanics ; baulked and frustrated, it had hidden itself 
away, but^iow had crept oiA again in thi.s his " }jrime 
of life." Concreted and forcused of late by the attraction 
of a girl’s undoubted Ix'aiiA’, it luul become a vcnu.blc 
prepoSil?s.sM.>n. 

And this girl was h'rench, not likely to lose her lie, id, 
or accept any iinlegahsed position. 'Moreover, Soaines 
himself di.sliked the thought of that. He had tastt*d of 
the sordid sitle <»t sex during those long vears of fiirced 
celilmcy. secretively, and always with di.sgust, for he was 
fastidious, and his sense of law and order innate. He 
W'antCil no hole and corner liaison. A marriage at the 
h'.mbaj^y in Paris, a few montlis' travel, and he could 
bring Anuette back quite separated from a past which 
in truth not tgo <listingin.shed, for she only kept the 
act:ounts in her mother's Soho Restaurant;’ he could 
bring her back us something very new and chic wiili her 
French taste and self-possession, to reign at " The Shelter " 
near Mapledurliam. On Forsyte 'Change and among his 
riverside friends it w'ould be current that he ha<l met a 
charming French girl on his travels and married her. 
There would be the flavour of nimance, and a certain 
cachet aiiout a Frencli wile. Xn ! He was not at all afraid 
of that I Jt wa.s only this cursed iiudivorced condition of 
his, and — and the (luesticm whether Annette wuuld take 
him, which he dareu mU jmt to the toucFl untiJ he had a 
clear and even daarling future*to oficr her. 

In Ijis aunts* drawing-room he heard with but muffled 
ears tliose usual questions: How was his dear father' 
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Not going out. of course, now that the weather was tuniing 
cfiilly ? \\'ouM Soames Iv sure to tell him that liester 
liAcl fouiui l>«k*d hnllv leaves most tomfoning for that 
pam iu her side ; a jHtultice every thrw hours, with red 
Hannel afterwanls. Ami could he relish just a little pot of 
ihf'ir v<^v U^st prune preserv^e— it w.ts so delirious tliis 
w.if, ami liad sucli a wonderful clirtt Oh ? and alxiut 
the D.irUes -Via j Sames heard that dear Winifred was 
having a must distrc-ssing tune with Montague s' Timothy 
thougiit she reedly ought to have protection. It was said 
- hut Sftames nnistn’l take this for cerUiin — that he had 
g'.vrn Sterne of Winifred’s jeuellery to *1 <ireadful dancer. 
It was sucii a lud example for dear Val just as he was 
going to roUf'ge. Soiones had not he.ird f Oh, but he 
must g<» SCO his Msier ami look into it at once 1 And 
did h"* ihij'k these iio-.-rs wero really g^ang to resist ^ 
Tuni w.cs in <jU3te a stew about it. The j#ru c of Consols 
wa> so uig'a. .Uhl he li.ui su#ii a lot of im*n( y in them. 

1 >id thiiik ihi'Y must go dowm it tiiere w^.is a war ? 

Soaoif's ih-ddr<l lint it woulfl lx* over very cjutckly. It 
Wiiuid l>e so bad for 'Iinuuhy if it wasn't. And ofliiour.se 
Soames' de.i! latiier would feel it very much at his age. 
Lml.dv p ' »r drsu Roger had been spared this dreadful 
ans.vJv And Aunt Juh’v vvith a iittle hatidkoreliief wi{X‘d 
tile Iarg«^ tear ti>ing to climb the tH-rmanenl pout 
on Jut n<iw (pnte witheied left cheek ; she was remember- 
ing dear Rf'gcr, and all las ongmaliiy, and how he used 
to k plus into her when they were liiile logetlier. Aunt 
Hester, wtiii her insltm t for avoiding the unpjeasant, here 
cianied m : L>id Siamcs tlank they would make Mr. 

(. nainberl.nn iVirne Minister at once ? He wouk^ettle it 
all so fiuickiv. She woidd like to sec that (dd Kiugh- .‘jcirt 
to Si Helena. She could reniemlK*r so wed! the news of 
Napoieon's death, and wiiat a relief it h.i<j hrm to liis 
grandlaificr. Of course she and Julcv—’' Wo were in 
panuiettes then, ray dear "—had not felt it imu ii at the 
time. 

Shames twk a cup of tea from her. drank it (|?iirkly, and 
ate tlirce of those macar<x»ns for whicli Tinifiiliy's w;ts 
knioir^. H.s faint, pale. suiK'ivdious smile had deepened 
JU'U a little. RtMlly, his lamily renmincd hufjclessly 
provincial, • how^‘vcr much of London they might 
pcfSst'.s.'i Irctw'cen them, iflf these gu-iiiiead day.s their 
pnAincialism stared <jut even more tSan it used to. Why. 
old Nicholas was still a I'rc<‘ Trader, anrl a member of 
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that antediluvian home of Liberalism, the Remove Club 
— though, to be sure, the members were pretty well all 
Conservatives now, or he himself could not have joined : 
and Timothy, they siiid, still wore a nightcap. Aunt J uley 

r kc a.gain. Dear Soames was looking so w'cll, hardly a 
j older than he did when dear Ann died, alid they 
were all there together, dear Jolyon, and. dear Swithin, 
and dear Roger. She paused and caught the tear which 
had climbed the pout on her right cheek. Did he — did 
lie ever hear anything of Irene nowadays ?• Aunt Hester 
visibly interposed her shoulder. Really, Juicy was always 
siiying something ! The smile left Soames' face, and he 
put his cup down. Here was his subject broached for 
iiim, and for all his desire to expand, he could not take 
advantage. 

Aunt Julry went on rather hastily : 

’* Tiiey say dear Jolyon first left her that fifteen thou- 
sand out |.nd out : then of bourse he saw it would not 
right, and made it for her life only." 

Had Soames heard that^ 

Soj^iBbs nodded. 

*' Your cousin Jolyon is a widower now. He is her 
trustee ; you knew that, of course ? " 

Skianies’ shook his head. He did know, but wishoil to 
show no interest. Young Jolyon and he had not met 
since tin* day of Bosinney’s deutli. 

“He must be quite middle-aged by now." w'ent on 
.\unt Juicy dreamily. “ Ixt me see, he was born when 
your (Jear uncle lived in Mount Street ; long before they 
went to Stanhope Gate — in Deceml>er. Just before that 
drcadfid .‘fxjmmunc. Over fifty ! Fancy that ! Such a 
pretty*l>al)y, and we were all so proud of him ; the veiy^ 
first of yv»u all." Aunt Juley sighed, and a luck of not 
quite her own hair came loose and straggled, so that 
Aunt Hester gave a little shiver. Soames rose, he was 
experiencing a curious piece of self-discovery. That old 
wound to bis pride and self-esteem was not yet closed. 
He had colnc thinking he could talk of it, even wanting 
to talk of his fettered condition, and — behold ! he wa.^^ 
shrinking away Irom this reminder by Aunt juley, 
renowned for her Malapropisms. 

Oh. Soames was not going already ! * • 

Soames smiled a little xdndTictively, and said : 

“ Yes. Good-bye. Remember me to I’ncle Timothy 1 " 
And, leaving a cold kiss on each forehead, whose wrinkles 
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seemed to trj' and cling to his lips as if longing to be kissed 
awav, he left them looking brightly after liim— dear 
Saames, it had been so good of him to come lo-d:u'. w hen 
they' were not filing very ! 

With compunction tweaking at his , chest Siwnie^i 
(iescen^*d the stairs, where was always that rather 
pleasant smell of camphor and port wine, and house where 
draughts arc liot jHjrmitted. The poor old thirigs— he had 
not meant to be unkind ! And in the street Im instantly 
i'>rgot them, repfXssessed by the image of Annette and the 
limugtit of tlic cursed coil around him. Why iiad Jic md 
jjiished the thing through and obtained divorce wlien that 
wretched IJosinney waj» run <»vcr, and there wiis evulencf*^ 
galore for the asking ! And he fumed towaoK his sister 
Wimfrcd Dartie's rcsnl.'me in Green Street, Maykur, 


CHAITHR n 

EXIT A MAN OK THK WOKI D 

That a man of the woikl ,w» subject to the vicissilinles of 
(fortunes ius Montague Durtie should still lx? living in a 
house he had inhabited twenty yciitrs at Ic^Lst wt>ul<l It.ivc 
l)een more noticeable if the rent, rates, taxes, and iepair> 
of that house had not Iwen defrayed by his father in law' 
By that simple if wholesale device James I'orsyte had 
secured a certain stability in the lives of his daughter and 
ins grandchildren. After all, there is something niv.duable 
al[>out a safe roof over the head of a spgrtsnKui H|^^s)iing 
;is Dartie. Until the events of the last few day^sm* hat! 
been almost superuat uniUy steady all this year. The tact 
was he Jiad acquired a iiaif share in a filly of (»eorge 
I'orsyle's, who had gone irreparably on the turf. lf> the 
horror of Kogcr, now stilled by the grave. Sleeve-links by 
MartyT. out of Shirt -on -fire, by Suspender, was a bay nlly, 
three' years old, who for a variety of reasous*hatl nevri 
shown her true form With half ow'nershrp of this h«q*cful 
animal, all the idealism latent .somewhere m llirtie, as 
ill every other man, luid put up its lieati. and kept liim 
quietly urdunt months wist. When a man has som^* 
thing good to live for it\s astoni;»iiirig how sober he 
becomes ; and w'liat Dartie had was really gcxxl — a three 
to one chance for an autumn handicap, publicly assesses! 
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at twenty-five to one. The old-fasliioned heaven was a 
pcKir thing beside it, and his shirt was on the daughter of 
Shirl-on-nre. But how much more tlian his shirt depended 
^on this granddaughter of Suspender ! At that roving age 
of ff,*rty~ftve, trjdng to horsytes — and. though perhaps less 
distinguishable from any other age, tryang even to Dirties — 
Montague had fixed his current fancy on a dancer. It was 
no mean passion, but without money, and a good deal of 
it, likely to remain a love as airy as her skirts ; and Dartie 
never had any money, subsisting miserably on w'hat he 
could beg or borrow from Winifred — a woman of character, 
who kept him because he was the father of her children, 
tand from a lingering admiration for those now-dying 
Wardour Street good looks wliich in their youth had 
fiusciiKited her. She, together with any one else who 
would lend him anything, and liis kisses at cards and on 
tlic turf (extraordinary how some men make a g(K>d thing 
out of kisses !) were his whole means of subsistence ; for 
lames wa^ now too old and nervous to approach, and 
Soumes loo formidably adjtnant. It is not too much to 
say tliilH)artie had been living on hope for months. He 
had never Uien fond of money for itself, had always 
de^•V>i^>ed the korsytes with their investing habits, though 
Ciireful to make such use of them a.s he could. What he 
liked about nxoney was what it bought — personal sen- 
s^Ltion. 

'* No real sportsman cares for money," he would 
Kiv, borrowing a " pony " if it w.is no use trydng for a 
*' iuonkey." There w'as something delicious about 
Montague Dartie. He was, jus George Forsyte said, 
a*‘daisv* 

Tlu^moming of ilie 1 landicap dawned clear and bright, 
tlie I.Lst day of Sejitemljcr, and Dartie w’ho had travelled 
U) Newmarket llie night before, arrayed himself in spotless 
chtH’ks and walked to an eminence to see his half of tlie 
hlly take her final canter. If she won he would be a cool 
three thou, in pocket — a poor enough recompense for the 
sobriety aifd patience of these weeks of hope, while they 
had been nursing her for this race. But he had not been 
able to afiord more. Should he " lay it oft " at tiie^ eight 
to i>ne to which she had advanced r Tliis was his single 
thought while tlie larks sang above liini* and, the grassy 
downs smclkd sw«n.*t, and tht? pretty filly passed, tossing 
her head and glowing like satm. After aU. if he lost it 
would not be he who paid, and to " lay it ofi " would reduce 
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his winning to some liftivn hnmlmi »*ikardly cnouijh to 
purcluisc? a danc^tr out and out. Kven hjoix*! v\.*m th^* 

iU;h in the WjxxI o( all ih^ l>arUe}» to,r a real Jluttor And 
tnnimg to Getuge, he >.od : “ She’s a chpfvr li win< 
hands down ; 1 shall gv> the wlnde hog, ' \«.ho had 

laid olt fvcry jH,‘nnv, atui a few* l>e.nitlrs. and wjn. 

however it came out. .^Tinned down in\ lum tr an !n> huiky 
height, with ilie word-* : “ hc». mv wild ^air* ‘ hij 
after a ('ii(M|ucred «ippie»tu«*i»htp weatJierni with the 
money of a (keply ctanplaming Roger, his 1 ttr>ytc tihunl 
waa Ixginning to stand him in steud in the jnofession 

of ftWXCT. 

I'here are moments of disillusionment in the lives of< 
men lr 4 >rn wlmh the .sensitive recorder shnr ks Stdhir 
it to !viy that tin- go^-d thing full down .Sleeve links 
finished 111 the ruck lUrties shirt was lo;.i 

i^nween the passing oi these things and the day when 
Soaines turned hu. fare tovyuds Green Street, wh.at lud 
not happc'ned ! • 

When a m.tn with the consfiuution cd Moi't.ivae D.ouc 
ha^ (‘Xeicised s'-h KJijti.d formonllus from rt ligiou'Higit'tivai 
and reniainfi unrewaiUrd, he d<K‘S not c ur'*e teni and die, 
he curs<*» God .ind hvt*,s, to the difttrc'ss of Im. laiinly. 

Winifred- a plucky woman, d a hlllc tcjo faslii »n.d»le 
— who IkuI Ixirae the hrunl <d him for exa* tiv twenty one 
ve,ttrs. had never really believed that he would dt» what 
he now dul. Like so many wivc.s. she thought she knew 
tiic worst, but slit* had not vet known lum m his forty- 
IdUi vear, when he. like c;thcr men. felt that it w.is now 
or never. 1 ’aying on t he .jnd <>f ( k tuber a visit « f ti.,<|*e< 1 1< >n 
to her jewel ease, she was h<»rnheti to obi» rv%a^u lan 
woman's crow-n and gl^ry ww') gcuie - the l?%ihi» a 
Montague had given her in 'ho, when Ikmc^iut w.is b.-r:j. 
and which Jame.s had been cc^m^vdled t(» ]Kiy h^r in tlic 
spnng of '87, to save scandal. She consulted her huslund 
at once. He " jKK)h|MK>he<l " the matter. They W'Ujld turii 
up ! Nor till siie said .sliaqdy : *' Very well, then, Monty, 
i shall go down U/ Scotland A’ard wyve///' did*tir cumtcnt 
to take Uie matter in hand. Alas ! tlnit the .steady <tnd 
rc8olv|rd continuity of de.sign necessary to the acounplish 
menl of .sweeping o[x:rafions siiould U* liable to Tnterrup 
tion by dri^ik, l^fiat night Dariie rc*lurucd home without 
a care in the world or a partible of icticcuicc. Ldidcr oonnal 
conditions Winifred would raerciy have kx.k(?d her doc^r 
and let him sleep it off, but torturuig suspense aUmt her 
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pearls had caused her to wait up for liim. Taking a small 
revolver from his pocket and holding on to the dining 
table, he told her at once that he did not care a cursh 
vvheliier she lived s'long as she was quiet ; but he himself 
wash tired o' life. 'Winifred, holding on to the other side 
of the dining table, answered : • 

" Don't be a clown, Monty. Have you been to Scotland 
Yard ? " 

Placing the revolver against his chest, Dartie had pulled 
the trigger several times. It was not loaded. Dropping 
it with an imprecation, he had muttered : “ For shake o’ 
the children/* «iiid sank into a chair. Winifred, having 
picked up the revolver, gave him some soda water. The 
liquor had a magical effect. Life had ill-used him ; 
Winifred had never " unshtood’m.” If he hadn’t the right 
to take the pocirls he had given her himself, who had ? 
rijat Spanish filly Iiad got'm. If Winifrcil had any 'jection 
lie w’d cut her • ti»rt)at. What vfos the matter with 
that ? (Pflibibly the first use of that celebrated phrase— 
s<i obscure afe the origint of even the most clas.siciil 
langumrl) 

Winifred, who had learned self -containment in a haid 
school, loc^ked up at him, and said : '* Spanish filly I Do 
vou mean that girl we saw dancing in the Pandemonium 
Killet ? Well, you are a thief and a blackguard," It Jwul 
Ixreii the last straw on a sorely Icxuled consciousness ; 
reacjiing up fnnn his chair Dartie seizttl his wife's arm, 
and recalling tlie achievements of lus iHivhood, twistetl 
11 \Vyiilrr<l endured the agony with fears in her eyes, but 
no niunnur. Watching for a moment of weakness. sht‘ 
\vreniJi|jjl#it frw ; then placing the dining ta!»Ic bctwtnn 
tfieiii/^said iK'twcen her teeth : " You are the limit, 
Monty." (Undoubte<Uy the inception of that phrase — so 
is iuiglish fonned under tiie stress of circumstances.) 
heaving Dartie with foam on his dark moustache she went 
upstairs, and. after locking her d<H»r and bathing her arm 
in hot water, lay awake ail night, thinking of her pearls 
adorning the neck of anolhei; and of the consideration her 
hiislxuid had presumably received therefor. 

The n^an of the world awoke with a .sense of bwpg lost 
to that world, and a dim recollection of having been called 
a " limit." He sat for lulf an hour in tlie d<^vn and the 
:irm-cbair where he had sle jxThaps tlie unhappiest 
half hour he had ever spent, for even to a Dartie there is 
something tragic about an end. And he knew that he had 
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reached it. Never again would he sleep in his dining-nx>m 
and wake witli the light filtering through those curtains 
bought by Winifred at Nickens and Jarveys with the 
money of James. Never again eat a dcvillcil kidney at< 
that rosewood table, after a roll in the sl^ts and a hot 
bath, ite took his note-case from his dress coat pocket. 
Four hundred jwunds, in five and tens — tlie remainder of 
the proceeds of his half of Sleeve-links, sold last night 
cash dow-n, to George Forsyte, who, having won over tJie 
race, had not- conceived the sudden dislike to the animal 
wljich he himself now felt. The ballet was going to Huenus 
Aires tlic day after to-morrow, and he was going too, 
Full value for (he pearl.s had not yet been received ; he 
was only at the soup. 

He stole upstairs. Not daring to have a bath, or shave 
(bc.Mde.s, the water would be cold), he changed his clothe.s 
and packed stealthily all he could, it wa.s hard to leave 
so many shining boots, but «>nc must sacrifice something 
Tlien, airrying a valise in eitaer hand, he stepped out on 
to the landing. The house ^fas very quiet— that house 
where he had Ix'gotten his four children. It was«%iirious 
moment, this, outside the room of his wife, once admired, 
if not perhaps loved, who had called him “ the limit." 
He steeled himself w'ith that phrase, and tiptfK‘d on ; but 
the next door was harder to pass, It was the room Jiis 
daughters slept in. Maud was at school, but Imogen would 
be l\ ing there ; and moisture came into Dartie's early 
morning eyes. She was the most like him of the four, 
with her dark hair, and her luscious brow'n glance^ just 
coming out, a pretty thing ! He set down the two vahscs. 
This almost formal abdication of faUicrhood ^nrt him. 
Tlie morning light fell on a face which worked wdtS real 
em.dion. Nothing so false as penitence moved him ; but 
genuine paternal feeling, and that melancholy of " never 
again." He moistened las lips ; and complete irresolution 
for a moment paralysed his legs in their check trou.scrs. 
It was hard — uard to be thus comi>cHcd to leave his 
home I " D — n it ! " he muttered, " 1 never 'thought it 
would come to this." Noises above warned him that the 
mauls* were l>cginning to get op. And gocsping^tJie two 
valises, he tiptoed on downstairs. His checks were wet, 
and the krowledge of that was comforting, as though it 
guaranteed the genuineness of his sacrifice. He lingered 
a little in the rcKims below, to pack all tlie cigars he had, 
some pafx-rs, a enish hat, a silver cigarette Ixix, a Kufi’s 
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Citiide. Then, mixing himself a stiff whisky and soda, and 
lighting a cigarette, he stood hesitating before a photo- 
grapli of l«s two girls, in a silver frame. It belonged t© 
^Vinifred. “ Never mind,” he thought ; ” she am get 
another taken, ^id I can't ! ” He slipped it into the valise. 
Then, putting on his hat and overcoat, he t(xjk twB others, 
his ties! malacca cane, an umbrella, and opened the front 
door. Closing it softly behind hun, he walked out 
burdened as he had never been in all his life, and made 
his way round the corner to wait there for. an early aib 
to come by. 

Tims had piisscd Montague Dartie in the forty^fifth 
year of in% age from the house which he liad called his 
own. 

Wlicu Winifred came down, and realised that he was not 
in Uic house, her first feeling was one of dull anger that he 
should thus elude the reproaches she had carefully 
prepared m those long w'akeltl hours. He hud gone oti to 
Newniarkft or Hrighlon. with that woman as likely as not. 
Di.sgusting \ Forced to a coftiplete reticence Ixdore Imogen 
and ll#il'rvants, and aw'arc that her fatlier’s nerves would 
never sbind the dii« losure, she had been unable to refrain 
from going to Timothy's that afternoon, and jxuiring out 
the story of the pearls to Aunts Juley ami Hester m utter 
ainfideme. It was only on the following monung that slie 
noticed the disappearance of that photograph. What did 
it mean ^ (areiul examination of her hushanil s relics 
prompted the thought that he had gone for gixxl. As that 
com ) lesion hardened .she stiKxl quite stiU in the middle of 
his dressing ro^un with all the drawers pulled out, to try 
and reaj^- wliat she was feeling. By no means easy! 
Thoi^flThe was ' the limit ” he was yet her projxTty, and 
for the life of her slie could not but feel the p>orer. To lx 
widowed yel mit widowed at forty* two : with tour dul* 
dren ; made conspicuous, an ob|ect of commiseration I 
Gone to the arras of a Spanish jade ! Memones, fetdings. 
whicfi she had thought quite dead, revival williiu iicr, 
fiainful. suWen, tenacious. Mechamc^illy she cUised drawer 
after drawer, went to her l>ed, lay on it, and buried Jier 
4ce in yie pillows. She did not cry. What was t^ie use 
of that ? When she got off her Ixd to go down to luncli 
she felt as if t>nlv one thing could do and that 

was to have Val Jiome. He~4ier oldest b<>) — who was to 
go to Oxford next month at James' expense, was at 
UttJeharapton taking liis final galops with liis trainer fw 
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StmUls, as he would have phrased it followir^g his father's 
diction. She caused a telegmm to Iv sent to lam. 

*' I must see about his clolhe.s.” she said to Irnc»gcn. 

*' I ran t hax'c him going up to Oxford all anyJn^w. Tluise* 
bov.'; src so pariicular." ^ 

\’al% got heaps t>f things," Imc^gen answered. 

"I know ; but they want overhauling. 1 hojx^ he'll 
come,' 

" He’ll c<une like a shot, M<Jlhcr. Hut he'll probably 
skew his ICxam." 

" 1 can't help tliat." said Winifred. " I W'ani hjrn." 

Witli an innocent shrewd h'ok at her mothers face, 
Imogen kept .silence. It was lather, of course! \'al did* 
come *' like a shot ” at six o'd<»(.k 

Imagine a ciwss lietwecn a pii kle and a I'orsvte and you 
have young Publius Valerius Dartie. .\ youth 550 named 
couhl hardly turn out otherwise. When he w^as Ivmi, 
Wunfred, in the heyday (»j*spirils. and the craving for 
distinction, had determined tiial her children sl^juld have 
names such its nn others had <^cr had. <h was a mercy — 
she felt now- that she had just not named IniogertH^idie.) 
Hut it wiis to Cleorge Forsyte, alwac'fi a wag, that VaPs 
t.iin‘>teriing was due. It so happened that iMrtie dining 
witli him, a week alter the birtli of his son and heir, had 
nientionid tliis uspirati'm of Winifred's. 

" Gill him Ouo," .said George, ’’ it’ll be damned 
piquant I " He Ikui just won a tenner on a horse of that 
name. 

" ('^iln ! " Darlie had replied — they were a little " on " 
as the phra.sc‘ was even in those days--" it's n<d a tdifistian 
name ” > 

"Hallo you!" George called to a wMiter iiTN|i;nee 
breeches. " Bring me tlie Lficyc’pedta Brit, frtmi the 
Ldminr', letter C." 

'I'he waller brought it. 

" Here y-*u are ! " said George, pointing with his dgar : 
"Cato Pubhus Valenus bv Virgil out of Lydia. Tliat'b 
what you want. Publius Valenus is ChnsLian*enough." 

IJartie, on arriving home, hatl informed Winifred. She 
lad l>ecn channed. It w;ts so “due," Anri Puldius 
Gtlenus iK'c.one the Iwby's name, though it afierwitrd» 
ranspired they had got Ik Id of the inferior Cato, 
n 1^)0, however, when htiA' Publiu.s w<as nearly ten, tlie 
rord " chic ” went out of fashion, and Siobriety came in ; 
Vuafred began to have doubts. They were conhmietl by 
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little Publius himself who returned from his first term at 
schfjol complaining that life was a burden to him — they 
allied him Pubby. Winifred — a woman of real decision— 
•t)n>mptly changed his school and liis name to Val, the 
Publius being propped even as an initial. 

At nineteen lie was a limber, freckled youtli? with a 
wide mouth, liglit eyes, long dark lashe.s, a rather charming 
smile, considerable ktiowledgc of what he should not know, 
and no experience of what he ought to do. Vcw boys had 
more narrowly escaped being expelled — ‘the cng.iging 
rascal. After kissing his mother and pinching Imogen, he 
ran upstairs three at a lime, and came down four, dressed 
^ for dinner. Me was awfully sorry, but his " trainer," who 
^ had come up too, had asked him to dine at tlic Oxford 
and (.am bridge ; it wouldn't do to miss — tlie old chap 
would be hurt. Winifred let him go witli an unliappy 
pride She had wanted Jiim at home, but it was very nice 
to know that his tutor was » fond of him. He went out 
with a wi^k at Imogen, saying : " I say. Mother, could I 
have two plover'.s eggs \<^ieu 1 come in t — <ook‘s got 
some. Jil ley to[» up so pilly well Oh ! and look liere — 
luive you any money ? — I had to l>orrow a fiver lri»m old 
Snobby." 

Winifred looking at liim with fond shrewdness, 
answcied : 

" Mv dear. y*'U are naughty about money But y^u 
shouldn't pay lum to*mghl, anyway ; you’re his guest." 
How mce and sUm he KK»ked in his white wacstcoat, and 
his dark thick lashes ! 

" Oil. but we may go to tlie theatre, you see, Motlu-r ; 
and l^wik I ought to stand the tickets; he's alvviiys 
harrl^flp. you know." 

Wild tied pnxiuced a hve-pound note, saying : 

" Well, perhaps you'd better pay him, but you mustn't 
stand the tickets U»o." 

Val pocketed tlie liver. 

" If 1 do, I ran'l." he said, " Goodmight. Mum ! " 

He wcift out with ids head up and his liat cocked 
joyously, snifhug the air of Piccadilly like a young hound 
I Kjsed into covert. Jolly giKd bi/. ! After that mou if ly old 
slow hole dow'u there 1 

He found his " tutor," not indeed af Uie Pxfiwd and 
Cambridge, but a< the Goat^ Club. This " tutor " wa> 
a year older than himself, a g^xHldooking youth, with 
tine brown eyes, and smooth dark hair, a .smalt nviuth. 
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an ova) face, languid, immaculate, cf>ol to a tlegree, one 
nf tirade young men \vlu> without effort establish moral 
ascendancy over their companions. He had mtssed Inking 
expelled from .schot>l a year before VaJ, had si)ent 
year <vt C>xfv)nl, and Val could almost see i^halo rffund liis 
iiciid. Itis name wa.s i rum. and no one could get through 
money quicker. It seemed to hLs <jnly aim in lih^ 
dazzling to young Val. in whom, however, the J*\»rsvte 
would stand apart, now .uni fJien. wondering where the 
value for that money was 

They dined quietly, in style and taste; left the C‘lnb 
smokiiK]; cigars, with just twa» liottles inside them, aiul 
dropjH-'d into stalls at tlie fal>crty. I’or Val the sound of^ 
comic songs, tlie sight of lovely legs were, fogged and 
mtcmipted by haunting fears that he would never equal 
Crum’s quiet damlyism. Hk ido.dism was roust-d ; and 
when that is so, one U never <)tnie at e.ise. Surely he had 
tmj wide a mouth, not the best tut of waistc<jat. no braid 
on his trouser‘d and IiLs lavender gloves had nothin black 
stitc lungs down the ha< k. B^idc'*, he laughed tmv much 
— (Turn never lauglirtl, he only smiled, with hiiHiegular 
dark brows raist'd a little .so tliat they lormcd a gable over 
ills just drvM'peil lids, No ! he wiujld never bt! ('i urn's cijiial. 
All liie same it was a jolly good show, and ('vnthia Dark 
simply ripping. Between the acts Crum regaled him with 
particulars of Cynthia's private life, and the awful know- 
ledge lx‘Came Val’.s that, if he liked, Crum could go lichiiid. 
lie simply longed to say : “ 1 sitv. take me 1 ” but dared 
not. because of his deficiencies ; and Ihi.s made the last 
act or twt) alnuvst miserable. On (oming r»ut Cruni said : 

“ It's half an hour before they clo.se,’ let's go#)n to the 
Pandemonium.'' They took a hansom tr> trav!l^thc 
hundred yards, and seats costing sevcn-and-six apiece 
localise they were going to stand, and walked int<> the 
Promenade. It wa.s in tlu*se little tilings, this utter 
negligt *acc of money that Crum had such engaging i>olisii, 
The Ijallet w;is on its last legs and night, and the trafftc 
of the I*romcnade w;is suffering for the moment. Men 
and woman were crowded in three rows aiMinst, the barrier. 
TJie vj’hirl and dazzle on the stage, the half dark, the 
mingled tobaico fumes and wonu*n’s scent, :iil that 
curious lure to pfomist uity which tiel</ngs U> IVomenadt??*, 
IxTgan to 5ce young Val ^►om his idealism. He looked 
admiringly in a young woman’s face, saw she was not 
young, and quickly lo«»ked away. Shades of Cynthia 
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Dark ! The youn^j woman’s ann touched his unconsciously 
— there was a seen! of musk and mignonette. Val looked 
round the comer of his lashes. Perhaps she young, 
•after all. Her foot trod on liis ; she begged his pardon. 
He said : , 

'* Nut at all ; jolly gwtl ballet, isn't it ? " 

*’ Oh, I'm tired (»1 it ; aren't you ? ’* 

Young Val smiled— his wide, rather charming smile. 
Beyond that he did not go — not yet convinced. The 
Forsyte in him stood out for greater certainty. And on 
the stage tlie ballet whirled its kaleidoscope of snow white, 
iudmorrpink, and etneraUl gr<‘en and violet and seemed 
#suddenly to freeze into a stilly spangled pyramid. Applause 
* bfnke out, and it was over ! ALiroon curtains had l ut it 
oft. The scrni-cirelc of men and women round the barrier 
broke up. the young woman's arm pressed his. A little 
way ofl dLslurbante seemed centring round a man wath 
a pink carnation ; Val stole another glance at the young 
wuman, wHo w.ts l<x>king towards it. Three men, unsteady, 
emerged, walking arm in arlli. Tlie one in the centre wore 
the imdUlciirnation, a white waisUoJit, a dark moustaclie ; 
lie reeled a little a.s he walked, Crum's voice said slow 
and level : “ E(tok at that iKJunder, he’s screwed ! ” Val 
turned to lo<jk. The ” Ixmnder " had disengaged Jiis arm, 
and wiis pointing straight at them. Crum's voice, level as 
ever, sail! : 

’* He seems to know you I ” Tlie " Ixiunder ” spoke : 
"Hilo!" he said "You f'llows, look! Theie's my 
young rascal of u .son I " 

VulVw. It was his father He could have sunk into the 
crinuson c^qx t. It ynis not the meeting in this place, not 
cvcnji^at ins fatiier was " screwed ; it was Crum's 
woru “ Iwunder,” whicli. as by hcave.nly revelation, he 
pTccived at that moment to Iv true. Yi», his father 
looked a bounder with lus dark gcKxl looks, and his pink 
carnation, and las square. M'U-asscrtive walk. And without 
a word he ducked behind the young woman and slipj>e<i 
out of tli« Promenade, He heard the word ** Val ! ** 
I,H*huui turn, and ran do\ni deep-carpeted steps past the 
" ihtH ker> out," into the Square. ^ 

To l)e^>hamnl of his own lather is per!u'ip.s the bitterest 
experience a young man can go through. It^seemed to 
Vai. hurrving away, that his^ireei had ended before it 
had begun. Tlow could he go up to Oxford now amongst 
all those diafis. those splendid fnends of Cnim’s, who 
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would know Uiat hb fatlier was a “ Ivninder t Ajid 
suddenly he hated Crum. Who the devil was Crum, to 
say that ? H Crum liad tn^en beside him at that moment, 
he would certainly have been jostled oti the pavemeiir 
His own fatlier — his own I A choke came *ip in Ins throat, 
and h<f dashed his hands down d(*efi into ius twerctiat 
pockets. Damn Crum ! He conceived the wild uiea of 
running biick and finding hi.s fatlier, taking him by the 
arm and walking atmi with lum in front of Crum ; but 
gave it up at once and pursued his way do\M) Piccadilly 
A young woman planted liei:self t>cfore him. " Not so 
angry, darling ! '’ fie shied, dixlged her, and suddenlj^ 
became quite cool. If ('rum ever s;tid a word, he woulu 
jolly well punch his heaui, and there, would be an end of 
it. He walked a huntired yards or more, contented wiiii 
that thnuglii, then lost its comfort utterly. It wasn't 
simple like that 1 He rememlxtred bow, at .school, wlum 
some parent came dowm w4io did not pass the sUoulard, 
it just clung to tiie fellow afterw'ards. It was tme ot those 
tilings nothing could remove. \Vhy had hi& moth jnutrncd 
his f.aiier, if he w.is a “ iKiundcr ? ” It was bitt unfair 
— jolly low-down on a fellow to give him a “ Unincler " for 
father. The wc-rst id it w’.is that now Crum had spoken 
tlie word, lie realised that he had long known sub- 
con.scioiisly tli.il his father was not the dean potato." 
It was tJie lH\u»thest tiling tliat had ever happened to 
him — beastliest thing ttuit hud ever hajqH-iud to any 
fellow ! And, down-hearted as he had never yet l>een, 
he eanie to Green Street, and let himself in with a .siivugglwl 
latili key. In the dining-room his plover's eggN were .set 
invitingly, witii some cut bread am^ butter, .ifid a little 
whisky at tiie Ixittom of a decanter — ju.st eruaigh. a:oiymj 
free! had tiujught, for him to feel ium.self a man. It niadir 
him sick to l<x,>k at them, and he went uj^siairs. 

Winifred h^'urd him pa,ss, and thought " The dear 
boy's in. Thank go<.7drn*,ss I If he takes alter his father 
1 don't know what I siiall doi But he won't — he 6 hke 
me. Dear Vai 1" 
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CHAKFER III 

SOAMES PREPARES TO TAKE STEPS 

When Soames entered his sister’s little Louis" Quinze 
drawing-room, with its small balcony, alyrays flowered 
witli hanfdng geraniums in the summer, and now witli 
pots of Liiium Auratum, he was struck by tlie immut- 
ability of human affairs. It looked just the same as on 
his first visit to the newly married Darties twenty-one 
j^ears ago. He had chosen the furniture himself, and so 
completely that no subsequent purchase had ever been 
able to ^ange the room's atmosphere. Yes, he liad 
founded his sister well, and she had wanted it. Indeed, 
it Siiid a great deal for Winifred that after all this time 
with Dartie she remained welWoundcd. From the first 
Soames had nosed out Dartit’s nature from underneatli 
the nLiu.sftility, savoir faire^ and good looks which had 
dazzied^Vinifred, her motner, and even James, to tlie 
extent^ permitting the fellow to marry his daughter 
without bringing anything but sliares of no value into 
setUement. 

Winifred, whom he iiotiied next to the funiiture. was 
sitting at her Buhl bureau with a letter in her hand. She 
rose and aime toward.s him. Tall a.s himself, strong ni the 
cheekbones, well tailored, something in her face du^tllrbed 
Soames, She crumpled the letter in her hand, but scemeil 
to change her mind and held it out to him. lie was her 
lawyer iis well as her brother. 

Soameif read, on fsecum Club pwiper, tliesc words : 

" You will not get cliance to insult in my own again. 
1 am leaving country' to-morrow. It's played out. I'm 
tired of Uung insulted by you. You've brouglit on your- 
self. No self-respecting man can stand it. I shall not ask 
you for anything s^ain. Good-bye. I took the photograph 
of the two girls, uive them my love. I don’t care what 
your fiunily say. It's all their doing. I’m going to live 
new hiev 

'' M.D." 

This aitcr-dinnef note had S spU>tch on it not yet quite 
dry. He l<x>ked at Wmifrixl- -the splotch had clearly 
coine from her ; and he checked the words : ” Good 
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ntidancc ! " Then it occurred to him that with this letter 
he was entering tliat verv* state which he liimself so 
earnesUy desired to quit — the state of a Fonsy'te who was 
not divorced. • 

Winifred luid turned away, and was t;\Jung a long snift 
from little gold-topped tiottle. A dull commiseration, 
together witJi a vague sense of injurv, crept about Stumes' 
heiirt. He had come to her to talk of his own 
and get sympathy, and here w'as she in the same posit urn, 
wanting of course to talk of it, and get sympatny from 
him. It was always like that I Nolxxly ever secmetl to 
think that he had troubles and interests of his own. 
folded up tlie letter with tiic splotch inside, and said . 

“ Wliat's it all about now r '* 

Wmifr<‘<i recited the story of the ^icarls calmly, 

“ J>o y*>u tiiiiik he's really gone, Soames ? You sec the 
state he was m when he wrote tliat.’' 

Soanu's y^ho, when he desire<l a thing, plarateil Pro- 
vidence by ]>ret ending that he did not tliink^t likely to 
h:iplH*n. answered : • k 

“ 1 shouldn't think so. 1 might find out at Club.” 
” If tieorge is there/’ said Winifred, ” he wouhl know.” 
” Cieorge ? ” said Soames ; ” I saw him at his lather’s 
fuller, il.” 

'■ Tiien he's sure to Iht there.” 

Soames, whose good sense appl.iuded hi.s sister’s acumen, 
said grudginglv ; ” Well, I’ll go round. Have you said 
anytliing m Park Uane ? ” 

” I've told Kmily,” returned Winifred, who i^Maincd 
thill ” chic ’ way of describing her mother. ” J .ither 
would have a ht.” t 

Indeed, anyiliing untoward wius now .sedulousl)*^kfpt 
from James. With another look round at the furniture, 
as if to gauge lu.s sister’s exact position. Soames went out 
towiirds Piaadiliy. The evening was drawing in — a 
toucli of chill in the Octolwr haze. Me walked quickly, 
with lii.s cltASCf and loncentnited air He must get through, 
for he vished to dine in Soho. On hearing fibrn the hall 
pi?rU'r at liie i.seeum Uiat Mr. Bartie not Iwm in 
to-da^‘, lie looked at the trusty fellow and decidi^ only to 
ask if Mr, Oeorge horsyte w»as in the Club, lie was. 
S<iames, wdio alfk-ays iiKikcd askance at his oiusin George, 
as one inclined to jest at As exj^ensc,* followed the page 
Ixjty, slightly reassured by tiic tliought that George ha<i 
just lost his father. He must have come in for alxiui 
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thirty tliousand, besides wliat he ii£id under that settle- 
ment of Kopfcr’s. which had avoided death duty. He 
fotmd (ieorge in a txjw-window, staring out acro5»s a half- 
(fliten plate of muhins. His taU, bulky black -clothed 
figure* loomed almost threatening, though preserving still 
the supernaturju neatness of the racing man. With a 
faint grit) on Ins fleshy face, he said : 

" Hallo, Soame;; ! Have a muffin ? ” 

“ Ko. thanks,” murmured Suames ; and, nursing his 
hat, with tl)e desire to say something suitable and 
sympathetic, add(*d : 

” How's your mother ? ” 

^ ” Thanks!” said Getjrge : ” so-so, HavenT seen you 
for ages. Y<ai never go racing. How's the City ” 
Soamey. scenting tlie approach of a jest, closed up, 
and answered ; 

” 1 wanted 1 (j ask you about Dartie. I hear he's *' 

*' Flitted, mafic a lx»it to l^uenos Ains with the fair 
G<w)€ for Winifrtii and the Utile Dartics. He's a 
treat.” J ♦ 

SoamiP nodded. Naturally inimical as these cousins 
WH*re, Dartie made them kin. 

” thick james'll sleep in his lx*d ik w,'' re'^unied 
George ; ” i sup]M)se he's hud a lot oil you, loo,” 

Soiirnes snni< d, 

'■ Ah t You saw Intn further,” s.ii<l George amic.Lhly, 
” He's a real nasscr. Young V;il will \\<int a bit of looking 
after, 1 wa^s aluay.s sorrv for Wmifrcd She’s a plucky 
woman,” 

Again Soarnes nodded. ” I must Iw getting bark to 
her,” he s*jd ; ” sho just wanted to know for certain. 
We j^iiy h.ivt* to take stcjis. I suppvise there’s no 
mistake ? ' ' 

” It's quite O. K..” s:ud George— it was he win* invented 
80 many of tluisc quaint sayings whicli have lieen a&signecl 
to olheV .sources, ” He was arunk iis a lonl best inghi ; 
iHit he went off all right tins morning, ffis ship’s the 
Tuscanyra ; ** and. fishing out a card, he read mcK-kingly : 

” ‘ Mr Montague Dartie, Post© Kesante. Buenos Aires.' 
I sliould flurry vq> with Uie steps, if 1 were you. He /airly 
fed me up UlsI uu?ht.” 

"Yes,” jHiid Sesames: "but it's nor ahv;jys easy.” 
Then, conscious from Gcorget eyes that he had roused 
reminiscence of his own affair, he got up, and held out 
tus iuuid Ckorgf rose too. 
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'* Remrmh^r me to Winifred. You’ll enter her for tlic 
Divorce Stakes stniight off if you ask me." 

Soames l^K^k a sidelonc; bark at him from the dc'or- 
way. George had sealed lumsell again and was starinf 
fx'forc him ; ho hx^ked big and lonely ^ifi those black 
clothes.* Soiimos had never known him so sulHincd. " 1 
suppose he feels it in a way." he thouitjht. ** They must 
have alxjut liTty thousand each. ;ill told. They ought to 
keep the est.ite togetlier. If tliere’s a war, house prnp<*rtv 
will go (hi\vr\. Tncle Roger \v:is a good judge, tlumgh.’* 
And the fa<e of Annette r<>se Ix fore him m the darkening 
str*?et ; her brown iiair and her blue eyes with their dark 
kisiu's. her iresli lips and cheeks dewy and bkK>ming 
spile of London, her jierfect French tigure. " T.ike steps I '* 
he thought. Re-ontehng Winifrt^'.s liouse he encountered 
Val, and they went in together. An idea had (Kcurretl to 
Soames, His cousin J<jiyou was Irene'.s trustee, the 
first sti'p would b<.‘ to go dtwn and see him at Robin Hill. 
Robin Hill ! The odd — the very odd fevhng t%ose words 
brought b.Kk I Robin Hill — Hie house Htisinney^iad built 
for lam and Irene — the hou.se they had never Jb#ed in — 
t)ie fatal house! And Jolvon lived tlurc now! H'm 1 
And suddenly he tliought : " They say lie'.s got a U^y at 
Oxfonl ! Why not take young Val dow'ti and intrcxluce 
tJiem ! It 's an excuse ! Le,ss bald — very imu li les.s Uild I '* 
So. as they w'eat upstairs, he said to Val : 

" You've got a cousin at Oxford ; y<ui’ve never met 
him. I slujuld like to takf! you down with im* to-morrow 
to where he lives and introduce you. Vou'li find it ^scful." 

Val, reieiNnng the idea with but nnxlerate transports, 
Soames clinched it. • 

" Mi call for y<iu iiftcr lunch, it’s in the country— not 
far: vou’li enjoV it." ' 

tm the threshold of the drawing rof»m he rer.dli d w'itii 
an etfort tliat the .stops he < untempl.ttod conuTiied 
Winifred at the moment, not Iuin.sclf. 

Winitred w.as still sitting at her Hulil bureau. 

" It's quite true," he s-od ; ** he's gone* to IJiicnos 
Aires, started this monung — we'd lx iter liave Jiirn 
shadqwed when lie lands. Ml cable at onu* < Otherwise* 
we may have a lot of expense The s<»oner these tilings 
are done -the •better. I'm always regretting that 1 

didn’t ' he stopped, arHi hxiked sWclong at tJic bilent 

Winifred. " By the way," he went on, " can you prove 
cruelty ^ " 
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Winifred said in a dull voice : 

“ I don’t know. What is cruelty ? ** 

” Well, has he struck you, or anything ? " 

Winifred shook licrsclf, and her jaw grew square. 

" He twi.stecj^ my arm. Or would pointing a pistol 

count ? Or Ijcing too drunk to undress himself, •or 

No — I can’t bring in the cluldren.” 

” No,” said Si^anies : "no. 1 wonder 1 Of course, 
there's legal separation — we can get tliat. But separation ! 
L-in ! ” 

*' Wliat does it mean ? ” asked Winifred desolately. 

” That he can't touch you, or you him ; you’re both 
U you married and uainarritMi.” And again he gninted. 
Wliat wa.s it, in f.ict, but his own accursed position, 
legaliscfl I No, lie would not put her into tliat f 

*' It must be divorce.”, he .said decisively ; ” failing 
cruelty, there's cle.sertion. There's a way of shortening 
tlu* t\so years, now. Wc get th«i Court to give us restitution 
of ctiniugqf nglits. Then if he doesn't obey, we ciui bring 
u suit lor^ivorce in six montlis’ time. Of course you don’t 
want hiiwdiack. But they won’t know that. Still, thcTc's 
liic risk that he miglit come. I'd rather tr>^ cruelty.” 

Winifro<E,shook her head. ” It's so beastly.” 

” VN ell,” Soiinu's murmured. ” perhaps there isn’t much 
risk so long ii-s he's infatuated and gut uxaiey. Don’t 
say anything to miylKidy, and don’t pay any of his 
debts,” 

Wmifretl .sighed. Jn spite of all she had lK‘en through 
llic seiji»e of loss was heavy on her. And this idea of not 
fitiynig his debts any more brought it home to licr as 
noilnng cUjo yet had. Some richnt’^s seemed to have gone 
out of life. Without her husband, with(»ut her pearls, 
W'lthbut that intimate sense that she made a brave show 
alx)ve the domestic whirljxx)!, she would now have to 
face the woild. She felt l)cre;ivcd indeed. 

And into the chilly kiss he placed on her forehead 
Soanu's put more than his usual warmth. 

*' 1 have to go down to Robin Hill to-morrow," lie said. 
” to .see young Jolyon on business. He's got a boy at 
Oxford. I’d hke to Uike Val with me and introduce him 
Come dowm to * The Sludter ’ for the week-eml and liring 
the children. Oh ! by the way. no, Ihat'wtni't do; I’ve 
got some <»ther i>eiiple coming.” ^ saying, he left her 
and turned towards Soho. 
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Of all quarter?; in the queer adventurous ama1<Tam cntlod 
l-<.)rul<>n, Soho* is perhaps least suited to t)ie l*'or.syto spint. 
“ St)-lu), my one ! ” (ie<irgc would have said if he 
had seen his. cousin going there, rntidy, full of Cireeks. 
Ishiuaelifes. cats, haltans. toniatr»es. restaurants, oigtins, 
c oloured stufts, queer names, pctjple looking out of upper 
windows, it dwells remote from tin* Hntish HikIv Ptilitio. 
Yet it has liapiiazard pn)prictirv instincts of its tnvn, and a 
certain pos.sessive [>r<JsjR*rity wiucii keeps its rents up w*hcn 
tiiosc of otiier quarters gt> dowu. lor long years Soiitnes' 
acquaintanceship with S<diO had been cmitined to its 
Western Uistion, Wardou* Street. Many batgains had 
lie picked up there. Even those seven years ai Jinghton 
after Ilosinney’s death and H'eiie's flight, lie liW Ixaighi 
treasures theic sometimes, though he had no piikt to put 
them . for when the conviction that las wife had gone for 
g(XMl at lust tx^c.une Arm within lam. lie Jtad caused a 
Ixiard to lx? pul up in Montpellu i Square : 

1-OU SACK 

XiiK Lease oe ihis Hesikaiue RKsiorNi R 
Enquire ‘ t Mt*ssrs. and Tukes, 

Court Street, Belgravia. 

It had sold witfiin a week — that desirable •residenc.e, 
in the .shadow' of wliose perfection a man amJ a woman 
had eaten their hearts out. * 

Of a misty January evening, just Ludorc the lx»ard w.ui 
taken down. S(mmes had gone there once more, and 
stood agjunst the Snuare railings, looking at it.s unlighted 
windows, chewing tne cud of possessive memories whkli 
iiad tunicd so bitter in the mouth. Why had slu; never 
loverl liim ? Why ? She had Ixrcn given all .she had 
wanted, and in return hatl given him, for three long years, 
all he had wanted — except, indeed, her heart. *He had 
uttered a little ifivoluiitary eTr>a-n, and a passing po*h<:eman 
had glantied su.spiciously aeliim wliolio kmger {xjsjiesscd 
the right to enter tliai ga^en dex^r with the utrvcrl bniss 
knocker beneath the board *' Eor Sale 1 " A choking 
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sensation liad attacked his throat, and he had hurried 
away into the mist. That evening he had gone to Brighton 
to live. , . . 

f Approaching Malta Street, Soho, and the Restaurant 
Brcrtagnc, wherj Annette would be drooping her pretty 
shoulders over her accounts, Soames thought withVondcr 
of those seven years at Brighton. How had he managed 
to go on so long in that town devoid of the scent of sweet 
peas, where he had not even space to put liis treasures ? 
True, those had liccn years with no time at ajl for hx>king 
at them —years of almost passionate money-making, 
(luruig wliich F'orsyte, Ihistard and Forsyte had become 
Cdicitors to more limited comp.unes than they could 
prr»|n'rly attend to. I'p to the City of a morning in a 
Pullman car, down fnim the City of an evening in a 
Pullman car. L;iw paptTs again after dinner, then the 
.sleep of the tired, and up again next moniing. Saturday 
to Monday was spent at his club in town — curious reversal 
of customary procedure, based on the deep and careful 
instinct t/at while working %o hard he needed sea air to 
ami fromfehe station twice a day, and while resting must 
indulge Jiis domestic affections. The Sunday v'i.sii t(* Jiis 
family in l^rk Ivivne, to Timothy's, and to Creen Street ; 
the ocuisional visits elsewhere had sc<»med to him as 
ne(^ess;ir\* to he.iillji a.s sea air on weekdays, 1‘ven .since 
his migration to M4ipledurhain he had maintained those 
habits until - he had known Annette. Whether Annette 
had piTKlnci'd the i evolution in his outlook, or that outlook 
liad produced Annette, he knew no more than we know 
where a oirclc l>egins It was intricate and deeply involved 
witli the gw>wing consciousness tluu property \ntliout any 
one to leave it to i,s the negation erf true F’orsyiei.sm. To 
h.ivt***an heir, some continuance of self, who would Ix'gin 
where he left ofi—cusure in fact, that iie would not leave 
off— had cjuitc obsessed him f<»r tlic last year and more. 
After buying a bit of Wedgv^nxxl one evemng in April, 
he luul ilropped into Malta Street to look at a house of 
his father’s r which had been turned into a restaurant — a 
risky pixtceeding. and one not quite in acArurdance with 
the terms of the lease. He had stared for a little nj. the 
outJude— ^lainteil a good cream colour, with two pericock- 
bluc tubs containing little bay-trcc4j in a r&essojj doorway 
;ukI at the words " Restaurant Bretagne *' above tlicm in 
gold letters, rather favourably impressed. Entering, he 
had nolue<I that several ^Huple were already seated at 
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little round tables vsith little |■K>ts of fresh flowers 
in them and Brittany-ware plates, and had asked t)f a 
trim waitress to st*e the propnetor. Thev had shown him 
into a Kick room, where a girl was sitting at a simpl^ 
bureau jovered with papers, and a small jound table wm^; 
hud for two. The impression of cleanliness. or<ier. and 
giKxl taste was confinned when the girl got up, saving. 
'* You wish to see Maman. Mopti^ieur in a broken accent 
'* Yes/' Soarncs had answenxl, '* 1 represent your 
landh'Td : m- fact, I m his son.” 

“ Won’t you sit down, sir, please ? Tell ^famat^ t<> 
come to tins gentleman.” 

He was pleased that the girl scerned irnpre.ssed, l>eran.s<‘ 
it showed bnsines.s instinct ; and sudticniy he noticetl that 
.she w'as remarkably pretty— so remarkably prettv that 
lu.s eye.s found a diilicnltv in leaving her face. When shf* 
moved to put a chair for him, she swaved in a curious 
subtle way, jls if slie ha<l l#en put together by some one 
with a special secret skill : and her face and h^k, vUiich 
was a little lured, k^okod a? fre-sh a.s if theywad Ix'en 
sprayed witli dew. Probably at tins momer^ Soarne-i 
deciiied tliat tlie lease had not been viohited ; tlMuigh to 
Jiimself and his father he btised tlie dei.iswn on tJ»<‘ 
ettuiency of tlnise illuit adaptions in the building, on the 
signs of prri.spenty, and the obvious busint^vs capacity of 
Madame Lamolte. He did not, however, negk i t to leave 
certain matters to future consideration, whicii had 
nccessitateil further visits, so that Uie little bai k nxun 
had l)cc<une tpiite arcustome<i to his sfiare. not ivisohd. 
but unobtrusive figure, and liis pale, chnmy face witli 
dipfxrd moustache and dark luur not yet gnzzXng at the 
sides. ^ 

” Un Monsieur ires distingui.*' Madame laiiiioUe ff)und 
him ; aud presently, ” Trh amical, trH genhi/* watching 
his eyes uptui her daughter. 

She was one of th<6e generously built, fine kued. dark- 
iiaired lYenchwomen, whose every action and tone of 
voice inspire jx-rfect contidence in tlie Uu^rtJUghness of 
their domestic tastes, their knowledge of CfKikmg, and 
the careful increase ol thetr Uuik balances, , 

After those vj.sits to the Restaurant Hretagn*" began, 
other visii'^ ctjased — without, indeed, any tlefiniie decision, 
for Soanies. like all Forsytes, and thi great majonty of 
their countrymen, wa.s a txirn cmpinclst But it wna this 
change in his mcxic of hfc which had gntdually made luin 
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so definitely conscious tliat lie desired to alter liis con- 
dition from that of the. unmarried married man to that 
of the married man remarried. 

• Turning into Malta Street on this evening of early 
October, 1899,, he bought a paper to see if thjrc were 
iuiy after-development of the Dreyfus case — a question 
whicli lie had always found useful in piaking closer 
acquaintiinccship with Madame Liimotte and her daughter, 
who were Oitholic and anti -Drey fiisard. 

S<‘anning those columns, Soames found nothing French, 
but noticed a general fall on the Stix k Exchange and an 
ominous lc;tdcr aUmt the Transvaal. He entered, thinking, 
*** War’s a certainty. 1 .shall sell my consols." Not that 
he had many, personally, the rate of interest was tw 
wretdied ; but he should advise his 0)mpanies — consols 
would assuredly go down.- A look, as he passed tlic dcxir- 
ways of tlic restaurant, assured him that business was 
good as ever, and tliis which ^n April would have pleased 
liim, 110^ gave him a certain uneasiness. If the step* 
which h#had to take ende^l in his marrying Annette, lie 
would rawicr see her mother safely back in France, a move 
to which the prosjH.^rity of the Restaurant Bretagne might 
laconic airoostacJe. He would have to buy them out. 
of course, for French jxjoplc only came to EngKind to 
make money ; and it would mean a higher price. And 
then that peculiar sweet scnsiition at tlic buck of his 
throat, and a slight tliumping about the heart, which he 
always exjicrienced at the door of the little room, pre- 
vented his Uiinking law much it would cost. 

(}oiiig lit. he was con.scious of an abundant black skirt 
vanishuigt through the door into the restaurant, and of 
Annette with her liiuids to her hair. It was the attitude 
in which of all others he admired her — so lx*autifull\ 
straight and rounded and supple. And he said : 

" 1 just Ciime in to talk to your moUier alxjut pulling 
dow*n tluit jxirtition. No. don't call her." 

" Monsieur will have supper witli us ? It will be ready 
in ten ml^^lles." Soames, who still held her hand, was 
overcome by an impulse which surrurised him. 

" Voyj look so pretty to-night,'^ he said, " so very 
pretty. Do you know liuw pretty you ltx)k, Annette ? " 
Annette withdrew her hand, and blushed, r" Monsieur 
is verv gtxxi.'' * * 

** Not a hit good/* said Soames, and sat down gloomily. 
Annette nuuie a little expressive gesture with her 
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hands ; a smile was crinkling her red lips untouched hy 
salve. 

And, hK>kiiig at those Ups, Soames s;iid : 

" Arc you happy over Jierc, or do you want to go b;i<^ 
to France ? ” , 

" Oh; 1 like Umdon. Paris, of course. But I.ondon is 
better than Orleans, and the EngUsh country is so l)c«iuti- 
ful. I have been to Richmond last Sumiav.*’ 

Soames went tlirough a moment of calculating struggle 
Miipledurham ! Dared he ? After all, dare<i lic go so far 
as that, and show her what there was to look haward to I 
Still ! Down there one could say things. In this ro»uti ^ 
was impossible. 

" I want you and your mother,*’ he s;iid suddenly. to 
come for the afternoon next Sunday. My house is on tlie 
river, it’s not too late in this weather ; and 1 caii show 
you some good pictures. What do you «iy ? ’* 

Annette claspc-d her ha»ds. 

" It Will be lovclec. The nver is so beautifurf.*’ 

“That’s understood, then? I’ll ask Madamc\ 

He need say no more to her tliis evening, and«sk giving 
himself away. But had he not already said ho irnuli ? 
Did one ask'restaurant proprietors with pretty daughters 
down to one's country house without design ? Madame 
l^motte would see, if Annette didn’t. Well ! There was 
not much that Madame did not see. Iksidos. this was the 
second time he had stayed to supper with Uicni ; he ow'cd 
them hospitality. 

Walking home towards Park Lane — for he was ;?taying 
at his father's — with the impression of Anrjclte'.s soft 
clever hand within liis own. Ins thoughts w«-iw ple;i»ant, 
slightly sensual, rather puzzled. Take .stcjis I What step$ ? 
How ? Dirty linen washed in public I Pah ! With his 
reputation for sagacity, for far-sighted ness and the clever 
extrication of others, he, w'ho sUkkI for pr(;pru*tary in- 
terests, to become the plaything of that Law of which be 
was a pillar ! There was something revolting in the 
thought I Winifred’s affair was bad enough !\To have a 
double ilosc of publiaty in the family ! Would not a 
liaisQn be better than tiiat — a liaison, and a son he could 
adopt But dark, solid, watchful, Madame Tf-iimotte 
blcKked tjie avenue of that vision. No 1 Uiat would not 
work. It was not as if AnHettc coul<? have a real passion 
for him ; one could not expect that at his age. I f her 
moUicr w^islicd, if the worldly advantage were mamtoily 



THE FORSYTE SAGA 


grc^at — perhaps ! If not, refusal would be certain. Besides, 
he thought : '' I’m not a villain. 1 don't want to hurt 
her : and I don't want anything underhand. But I do 
liant her, and I want a son ! There's nothing for it but 
divorce — someln>w — anyhow — divorce 1 " Und^r the 

sliadow of tlie plane-trees, in the lamplight he passed 
slowly along the railings of the Green Park, Riist clung 
there* among the bluish tree shapes, l)eyond range of the 
lamps. How many hundred times he had walked past 
those trees from his father’s house in Park Lane, when he 
was quite a young man ; or from his own house in Mont- 
yellier Square in tliose four years of married life ! And, 
fo-nigijt, making up his mind to free himself if he could 
of that lung useless marriage tie, he twk a fancy to walk 
on, in at Hyde Park c.oriier, out at Knightsbridge Gate, 
just as he used to when going homo to Irene in the old 
days. What amid she lx* like now ? — how had she passed 
the years since he last saw he#, twelve years in all, seven 
already Uncle Jolyon left her that money ? Was she 
still beaufiful ? Wt)\iUl he kifow her if he saw her ? I've 
not changed much," he thouglit ; "I c.xpect she has. 
She made me sutler." He remenilx*red suddenly one night, 
the first on* winch he went out to dinner alone — an old 
Malbunan dinner— the first year of their marriage. Witli 
what eagerness he Iiad hurried back ; anti, enienng softly 
as a cat, had heard her playing, C^X'uing the drawing- 
room door noiselessly, he had stood watching the expree- 
Hion ou her f.ice, diHercnt from any he knew, so much 
more <gH‘u. sr* ctnilitling. as though to her music she was 
giving a he.;irt he had never .seen. And he ^cmemlx^red 
how she sR>pj)rd autH<x>ked round, how her face cliangod 
back to that which he <lid knt>w, and what an icy shiver 
had gone through him, for all that the next moment be 
was fondling her shoulders. Yes, she had made him suffer t 
Divorce ! It seemed ridiculous, after all thc*sc years of 
utter separation ! But it would have to lx?. No otlicr 
way I " The question." he thought with sudden realism, 
" is — whichf ol us ? She or me ? She deserted me. She 
ought to pay for it. There’ll be some one, I suppoac." 
InvohmV^ly he uttered a little snarling sound,. and, 
turning, made his way back to Park La^e. 
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CHAPTER V 

JAMES SEES VISIONS 

The butler himself oj-^ened the door, and closing it softly, 
detained Soames on the inner mat. 

“ The master's jX)orly, sir,’* he mnrinured. '' He 
v- nildn't go to bed till you came in. He's still in the 
di: ling-room/’ 

Soames responded in the hushed tone to which the 
liouse was now accustomed. ^ 

" What's the matter with him, Warmson } " 

'* Nervous, sir, 1 think. Might he the funeral ; might 
be Mrs, Dartie's corinn' round tjii.s afternoon. 1 think he 
overheard something. I've took him ui a negus. The 
mistress ha,s ju.sl gone tip.'i 
Soames hung his hat on a mahogany stag's Jj^m. 

" All right, Warmson. you •in go to lx;il , I'llY-ike him 
up mv.s<*ll." And he passed into the dining -rooiii. 

James was sitting U'hjrc the hrc. in a big arm-chair. 
Will) a camel-hair shawl, very light and warv.w t>ver hi.s 
fjo( k-( (jated shoulders, on to which his long while whiskers 
dr. 'uped. His white hmr, sUll htirly thick, glistened in the 
Li!!! plight ; a little moisture from hw fixed, light grey 
e\s s stained the cheek.s, still quite well eoloured, and the 
} deep furrows rimning the c<»rncrs of the clean* 
sJiaveii lips, which moved as if nmmbhng thoughts^ 

His long legs, thin as a trow'.s, in shepheivl's plaid 
trousers, were bent at less than a ngjit angle, i|4id on tme 
knee a spindly hand moved continually, with fingers 
wide apart and glistening tapered nails. Ik*si<ic him* on 
a low stifol, stood a Jia If •finished glass of negus, biniewed 
with U*ads of lieat. There he had lx‘cn sitting, with 
intervals for meals, all day. At eighty-eight he wus still 
organically Sf>und. but suffering terribly from the thought 
tliat no t>ne ever told him anything. It ls, indec«ik doubtful 
how he had become aware that Roger wtes Ix-ing buried 
tiiat day, for Emily had kept it from him. She w^as always 
keepirfg thiiig.s from him. E-mdy wa.s <n)ly seventy ;* James 
had a grudge against his wife's youth. He felt sonirUmes 
tiiat he worfid never liave mr^ned her i>he had known Uiat 
siic would have so many years tiefore her, whoo he had so 
few. It was not natural She would liw fifteen or twenty 
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years after he was gone, and might spend a lot of money ; 
she had always had extravagant tastes. For all he knew 
she might want to buy one of those motor cars. Cicely 
ihd Rachel and Imogen and all tlie young people — they 
all rode those l^cycles now and went off Goodness knew 
where. And now Roger was gone. He didn't ^ow — 
(’wouldn’t tell ! The family was brealdng up. Soames would 
know how much his nm le had left. Curiously he thought 
of R(jgcr as Soames' uuck* nut as his own brotJier. Soanics ! 
It w*as more and more the one solid spot in a vanishing 
world. Soames was careful ; he was a ‘man ; but he 
kod no one to leave Ihs money to. There it was ! He 
ffulji't Imow ! And there was that fellow Chaml-)crlain! 
l*'ur James’ political principles had been fixed between 
'70 and ‘85 wlien “ that rascally Radical " had been the 
chief tlioni in the side of property and he distrusted Inin to 
tliis day in spite of his conversion ; he would get the 
country into a mess and mak# money go down before he 
had done^itli it. A stormy petrel of a chap ! Where wa.s 
Soames He had gone tb*lhe funeral of course wlncli 
they had 4 ricd to keep from him. He knew that perfectly 
well ; he had seen his son's trousers, Roger I Roger in his 
eotlin I Iks# remembered how, when tliey came up from 
scliool together from the West, on the box seat of tlic old 
Slowllyer in 1824, Roger had got into the '* boot" and 
gone to sleep, James uttered a tnin cacklei A funny fcliow 
— Roger — an orij^inal ! He didn’t know ! Younger than 
himself, and in his coffin I The family was breaking up 
There,w;us Val going to the university ; he never came to 
see him now. He would cost a pretty penny up there. It 
was an c>itravag.in|;jige. And all the pretty pennies that 
his four grandchildren would cost him danced before 
Jaiffes' eyes. He did not grudge them the money, but he 
grudged terribly tiie risk which the spending of that 
money might bring on them ; he grudged the diminution 
of security. And now that Cicely had married, she might 
Ijc having children too. He didn’t know — couldn't tell ! 
Nobedy ^'lught of anything but spending money in these 
days, and racing about, and liaving what they called " a 
gtK>d time." A motor car went past the window. Ugly 
great l^fmbering thing, making all that racket ! But there 
It was. the country rattling to the dogs I People in such 
a hurry tliat the)** couldn't ®ven care for stfle — a neat 
turnout like his baxxiuche and bays was worth all those 
new-fangkd things. And consols at x 16 1 There must be 
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a lot of money in the coutitr>'. And now there was thi*^ old 
Kruger ! They had tne<i to keep old Kruger from Inm 
But he knew better ; tlicre would be a prett>' kettle of 
fish out there ! He had known how it would Ixi when tiul? 
fellow Gladstone — dead now, thank GodJ - inxitlc surli a 
mess of it after that dreadful business at Majahii. He 
siiouldn't wonder if ttie Empire split up and wont to pot. 
And this vision of the Empire going to ix>t filled a full 
quarter of an hour with qualms of the rntist serious 
character. Me had eaten a poor lunch because of them 
But it was after lunch that the real disaster to his nerves 
occurred. He liad been dozing when lie Ixcame aware 
voices — low voices. Ah ! tliey never told him anything 
Winifred's and her mother’s' *’ Monty ! " Thai fellow 
Dartie — always that fellow Dartie ! Tlic voices had re- 
ceded ; and James had been left alone, with his ears 
standing up like a hare's, and fear creeping about lus 
inwards. Wliv did they laitve him alone f Why didn’t 
they come and tell him " And an awful thoujitfil. whidi 
through long years luid haifnted iiim, concreVd again 
swiftly in his brain. Dariie had gone bankriii^P- fraudu- 
lently bankrupt, and to save Winitrcd and the < hildrcn, he 
— James-- would have to pay ! (.'mild he - cmikl Soiimes 
turn iiiin into a hmited company ? No, he couldn't I 
There it was ! With every minute l)eforc Emilv came back 
the s|)cctrc fierccned. why it might be forgery ! With 
eyes fixed on the doubted Turner in the centre ot the wall, 
James suffered torture, lie saw Hartie in the d<i<.k, his 
graiidduldrcn in the gutter, and himself in bed. We jktw 
the doubted Turner being sold at Jc/bson'.s, and all the 
inaje.stic edifice of property in rags. He .s,iwt in fancy 
Winifred unfashionably dressed, and heard in fijn/’V 
Emily’s voice saying ; " Now, don’t fuss, James ! ” dIic 
was alway's siiying ; " Don’t fuss ! ’* blie had no nerves ; 
he ought never to have mamed a woman eighteen years 
younger than himself. Tlien E-mily’s real voice said : 

" Have you had a nice nap, James } " 

Nap 1 He was in torment, and she asked tliat 1 
" What’s tins about Dartie ? " he said, and lus eyes 
glared at her. 

Emily's self-possession never deserted her, 

'* What haVh you t>een hearing ? " she asked 
blandly. * 

" What's tills about Dartie ? ” repeated Jame®. He's 
gone bankrupt.'* 
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" Fiddle ! 

F'lnies made a pfreat effort, and rose to the full height 
of his stork-like figure. 

• " V'ou never tell me anjdhing,” he said ; " he’s gone 
bankrupt." ^ 

The destniction of tliat fixed idea seemed to Eftiily all 
that mattered at the m<iment. 

" He has not," she answered firmly. "He’s gone to 
Biwiujs Aires." 

If she Iwd said " He’s gone to Mars " she could not 
have dealt James a more stunning blow ; his imagination, 
i^'csted entir<;ly in British securities, could cis little grasp 
one place as the other. 

" \\ hat's he g<me there for ? " he said. " He's got no 
money. What did he take ? " 

Agitated within by Winifred's news, and goaded by the 
eenstant niteratum of this jeremiad. Kmily said calmly : 

" He took Winifred’s pearl# and a dancer." 

** Whay " said James, and sat down 

His suf<len colLipse alartied her, and smoothing his 
fon'liead,«he said : 

" Now, don't fuss, James ! " 

A dusk*'* red liad spread over James’ dieeks and 
hire) lead. 

" I paul for them," he snid tremblinglv ; " he’s a thief I 
I — 1 knew how it would be. He'll be the death of me ; 

Words failed him and he sat quite still. Kmily, 
wlio tliought she knew him so well, was alarmed, and went 
towan^ the side-lxjiird where she kept some sal volatile, 
could not .sec the tenacious Forsyte sjiint working in 
tkal thin tremulous shape against the extravagance of the 
eanotion called up by this outrage on Fors>'te principles — 
lhe^A»rsyte spirit deep in there, saying : " Yc»u mustn’t 

f ;rt into a fantod, it'll never do. You won’t digest your 
unch. You'll have a fit I " All unseen by her, it was 
doing b<dter work in James than sal volatile. 

" i)nnk this." she said. 

James «ave<l it aside. 

" What was Winifu^d about." he said, " to let him take 
her f)caris } " Emily perceived the crisis pa.'.t. 

" Sh<^c;in have mine," she said comfortably, " iVicver 
wear them. She'd Ix'tter get a divorce."* 

*’ There you go \ said Jamts ' Divorce \ We've never 
had a divorce in the lanuly. Where's Soonies ? " 

*' He II be in dinxdly /' 
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** No, he won’t.*’ said James, almost fiercely ; " he's at 
the funeral, ^'ou think I know nothing." 

“ Well," juiid Emily with calm. *' you shouldn’t get into 
such fusses when avc loll you things." And ^'lumping uf 
liis cushions, and putting the sal volatile him, she 

left the* room. 

But James sat there .seeing visions—of Winifred in the 
Divorce Court, and the family name in the pain^rs ; uf 
the earth lilliug on Roger's coffin ; of Val taking after his 
father ; of tlip pearls he hatl paid for and would never M‘e 
again ; of money hack at four per cent . and the t'.utilry 
going to the dug> ; and. as the afternoon wore 
evening, and lea-lime passed, and diiiner'iime, thoSe 
vi.sioiis IxTiimc more and more mixed and menaang ~ol 
being told imlhing, till he had nothing left of all his wealth, 
and they told him notJiing of.it. Where was Soamo. r" 
Why didn't he ('<mie in . . . His Inii.d gnisfX'd the glasr; 
of liegus, he raised it to drink, and saw his son st.iuding 
there looking at bun. A little sigh of relief escai>|Ml his lips, 
and putting the glass dowm, .said : ^ 

'* ‘There voii are ! Dartie's gone to Buenos /'«ros. ” 
S<»ames nodded. " I'liat s ail right," he said ; " good 
riddance." * „ 

A wave of assuagement jiussed over James’ l>raui. 
Soames knew. Soames w-as the only one of them all who 
liad sense. Why couldn't he come and live at home ? We 
had no son of Ills own. And he .said pliintively : 

" At my age I get ru*r*\*ouK. 1 wisli you were more at 
homo, my lx>y." ^ 

Again Soames nodded ; the mask of his eouiiteti.tacr 
betrayed no understanding, but he W'ent ( hnser# and ivn if 
by accident touched Ins father '.s .shouldei, 

" They sent their love to you at Timutliv's." he :llltid. 
'* It went <tfi all right. I’ve been to ace Wmi/rrd, I'm 
going to take steps." And he lliought ; " Yf?H, and you 
mustn't hear of them.” 

James loc ked up ; his wlutc whiskers qm vi rwl. hi.-, thin 
throat U?twecii the points of his collar kx-ked v^ry gnstly 
and naked. 

” Tye been very |XK)rfy all day," he said ; " they never 
tell m*e any tiling." ’ 

Soames ' hearC t witclicd . 

” Well, A’s all right. Thjre’s nothing to worr>' about. 
Will you come up now ? " and be put his liand under his 
father's arm. 
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James obediently and tremulously raised himself, and 
together they went slowly across the room, which had a 
rich look in the firelight, and out to the stairs. Very slowly 
%ey ascended. 

'^Good-nights boy.” said James at his bedroom door. 

” Good-night, fatlier.” answered Soames. His hand 
stroked down the sleeve beneath the shawl ; it seemed 
to have almost nothing in it, so tliin was the arm. And. 
turning away from the light in tlie opening doorway, 
he went up the extra flight to his own bedroom. 

” I want a son.” he thought, sitting on Uie edge of his 
; ” J want a son” 


CHAPTi-R VI 

N0-1.0NGKR-V0UNG«J0Ly0X AT HOME 

Treks tAc little account cf! lime, and the old oak on the 
upper la#n at Robin Hill looked no day older tlian when 
liosinney sprawled under it and said to Soame.s : ” Forsyte. 
I've fouiwFtJie very phice for your house.” Since then 
Swithin had dreamed, and old Jolyoii died, beneath its 
branches. And now, close to the swing, no-longer- young 
Jolyon often paiTited there. Of all spots in the world it 
was iv?rhaps tne most sacred to Inm. for he had loved his 
father. 

Contemplating its great girth — crinkled and a little 
mossed, but not yet hollow — he would speculate on the 
passage time. That tree had seen, perhaps, all real 
kiiclish history ; it dated, he shouldn’t wonder, from the 
days of Khrabeth at least. His own fifty years were as 
ootliing to its wood. When the house behind it. which 
he now owned, was three hundred years of age instead of 
twelve, that tree might still be standing there, vast and 
hollow — for who would commit such sacrilege as to cut 
it dowm A For^c might perhaps still be living in that 
house, to miBxd it jealously. And Jolyon would wonder 
what Uie bouse would look like coated witii au^h age. 
Wistana was already about its walls — the new look bad 
gone. Would it hold its own and keep the* dignity Bosinney 
had bestowed 00 it! or would the giant London nave lapped 
it round and made it into an asylum in the midst of a 
jeny-built wildeme.ss ? Often, within and without of it, 
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he was ^rsuaded that Bosinney had Ixjcn moved by the 
spirit wnen he built. He had put his he;at into’ that 
house, indeed 1 It might even become one of the “ homes 
of England ” — a rare adiievement for a house in 
degenerate days of building. A: id the a?5Uietic spirit, 
moving hand in hand with his Forsyte sense of possessive 
continuitj^ dwelt witli pride and pleiusurc on his ownership 
thereof, TheVe w'as the smack of reverence and ancestor 
worship (if only for one ancestor) in his desire to hand Uilh 
house down .to his son and iiis son's son. His father hod 
loved the house, had loved the view, the grounds, tliat 
tree ; his last years had been happy there, and no one 
lived there before him. These last eleven years at Robin 
Hill had formed in Jolyon's life as a painter, the important 
f)eriod of success. He was now in the very van of water- 
colour art, hanging on the line everywhere. His drawings 
fetched high prices. Sjiccialising in tliat one medium with 
the tenacity of his breed, He had *' arrived " — rather laic, 
but not too late for a mem^r of the family \^iich madt' 
a point of living for ever, llis art had really dccpencil 
and improved. In conformity with his pixsilKui he had 
grown a short fair beard, which was just beginning to 
grizzle, and liid his Forsyte chin ; liis brown*faee had lost 
the warpe<l expression oi his ostracised j>eriod— he lookc<!. 
if anything, younger. The loss of hi.s wife in 189.^ had l)ecn 
one of tho.se domestic tragedies wJiicii turn out in the end 
for the good of all. He had, indeed, loved her to the Ki.st , 
for his w’as an affectionate .spirit, but .she had become 
incrca.singly diflicult ; jealou.s of her step-daughtar June, 
jealous even of her own little daughter Holly, and making 
ceaseless plaint that he could not love her, ill she was. 
and " useless to every one, and bcUiir dead " HiLhad 
mourned her sincerely, but his face had lf^>kcd younger 
since she died. If she could only have Indieved that she 
made him happy, how much happier would the twenty 
years of their companionship liavc been ! 

June had never really got on well with her wlio had 
rcprehensibly taken her own mother's place?, and ever 
since old Joiyon died she liad l)eeri estibhshcd m a sort 
of studio in London, But siic had come back to Kybm Hill 
on her stepmoUier’s death, and gathered the reins there 
into her small decided liands. J< 4 iy yfus then at Harrr^w ; 
Holly stiiriearniug from MJUcmoiscllc Ikaucc, There had 
been nothing to keep Tolyon at home, and he iutd removed 
his grief and his paint-box abroad. There he liad wandered. 
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{<jr Uie most part in Brittany, and at last had ietched up in 
Paris. He liad stayed there several months, and come txick 
with tlie younger face and the sliort fair beard. Essentially 
a%ian who merely lodged in any houses, it had suited him 
perfectly that Jmie shcjuld reign at Robin Hill, so that he 
was free to go oft with Ills easel where and when h% liked. 
She wiis inclined, it is true, to regard tlie house rather as 
an asylum for her proUgH ! but his own outdast days had 
lille<l Jolyon fur ever with sympathy towards an outcast, 
and June's “ lame ducks " alx)ut the place did not annoy 
him. By ail means let lier have tljcm dorni and feed them 
i^‘ and though his sliglitly cynjical humour perceivrd 
that they ministered to his daughter’s love of domination 
as well iis moved her warm heart, he never cea.scd to admire 
her for Imving so many ducks. He fell, mdeed, year by 
yciir into a more find more detached and brotherly attitude 
towards his own .son and daughters, treating them with a 
M)rt of whimiiical equality. Whtii he went down to Harrow 
to see Jolley, he never quite knew which of them w;is the 
elder, and would .sit eating ^lerries with liim out of one 
paper an atltH:tioiuitc and ironical smile twisting 

upan eyebrow and curling his lipsa little. And hewasalways 
careful t()4ufe(* money in his jjocket, and to be modish in 
lus dress, so that his son netnl not blush for him. They 
wen*, fK^rfect friends, but never seemed to have occasioTj 
for verlhU conhdences, lK)ih having the competitive self- 
consciousnc.ss of Forsytes. They knew they would stand 
bv e,4ich other in scrapes, but there was no need to talk 
alxjul it. Jolyon had a striking horror— partly original 
sin. but partly Uie result of liis early immoraiitV — of the 
moral atti^ide, Tlie most he could ever iiave said to his 
son would have lx*en : 

” jjook here, old man, don't forget you’re a gentleman,” 
and then have wondered whimsaaHy whether that was 
not a snobbish sentiment. The great cricket match was 
l>erhaps the most .searching and awkward time tliey 
annually went through together, fur jolyon had lx;en at 
Eton. Tlv»y would oe jianicularly careful during that 
match, continually siiving : ” Hooray ! Oh ! liard luck, 
old maml ” or ” Hooray ! Oh I bad luck. Dad 1 ” to, each 
other, when some disaster at which their hearts bounded 
happenetl to the <»pp|Osing school. And Jol^'on would wear 
a grey top hat, instead of hi# usual soft one. n> save his 
stm's feelings, for a black top hat he could not stomach. 
When jolly wrent up to Oxfoiri, Jolyon went up with him 
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amused, humble, and a little anxious not to discredit his 
boy amongst all tlu^ youths who st‘<‘med •»<> much more 
assured and old than himself. He often I bought, ” C^lad 
I’m a painter ” — h^r he had long droppini underwTitmg stf 
Lloyds — '* it’s so iiin(*cuous. You can ‘1 <town on a 
painter-- you can't take him seriously cnougli.” I'or Jtjllv, 
who had a sort uf natural Kirdhness, had passed at once 
into a very snlall set, wlio secretly amuscfl lus latlu-r. The 
I»y had fair hair which curled a little, and las grand- 
father's decfvsct iron-grey eyes. He was well-built, and 
very upright, and alw.iys pl(‘aswl Jolyon's ;vsthetie sense, 
80 that he was a tiny bit afraid of him, as artists ever 
of those of their own sex whom tliey admire physually. 
On that occasion, however, he actually did screw up his 
courage to give hi.s .s<'*n advice, and this w,is it : 

" l/Kik here, old man, you're iHuind to get into debt ; 
mind ycHi come to me at ona\ ()f toursc, I'll .dwav'; fi.ty 
tliem, lint you might remeflibtT that one res|K‘(ts oneself 
more afterwards if one pays one’s own W'ay. And don't 
ever Ixinow, except from mef will you ? " 

And Jolly had said : • 

“ All rigid. Dad. 1 won’t/' and he never had. 

" And there's just (iie other thing. 1 don't inw^w much 
about moraldy and tiiat, but there is this It's alw'ays 
worth while before vou do anything to consider whether 
it’.s gluing to hurt another ixustm mure than is absolutely 
nci essary." 

jolly had lo<jked thoughtful, and nodded, and presently 
liad s<]iK‘eztsi his father’s hand. And Jolyoii Itad thtyight : 
" I wonder if 1 iuid the right to siiy that ? }]<’ always 

bad a sort of dread of losing ilie dumb cordidenctf tfiey had 
in each other ; remembering how for long yiMrs he hiuJ 
lost Ills own father’s, so tlut there had U‘en notHttig 
iK'tween tJiem but love at a great dist.ince. He under- 
estiiuated, no doubt, the change in the spirit <»f the age 
since he himself went up to Cambndge in ‘05 ; ami |>erhaps 
he under-e^timatcd t^xj, his Un’'s power of umierstanding 
tiiat he was tolerant to the very Ikuic. It was that pt)»:rauce 
of his, and possibly his sceptitism, which ever made his 
relations towards June so qurerly delensive She* was 
such a decided mortal ; knew* her own mind jkj terribly 
well ; wanted t.’Tings so inexorably until she got them — 
and then, Ifideed, often dro]lj:H*d them like a hot p.>talo. 
Her mother harl been like that. wfe*nce iud come all tluisc 
tears. Not that lus incompatibUity with hw daughter was 
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anything like what it had been with the first Mrs. Young 
Jolyon, One could !>c amused where a daughter was 
concerned ; in a wife's case one could not be amused, 
■fo sec June set her heart and jaw on a tiling until she got 
it was all riglit, Jx^Ciiuse it w^as never an >d:hing which inter- 
fered fundamcntallv with Jolyon's liberty — the o?ie tiling 
on which his jaw was also absolutely rigid, a considerable 
jaw, under that short grizzhng beard. Nor there ever 
any necessity for real heart-to-heart encounters. One 
could break rtway into irony — as indexed he. of ten had to. 
But the real trouble with June was that she had never 
'pealed to Ins insthetic sense, tliough she might well have, 
with her red-gold hair and her viking-coloured eyes, and 
that touch (»f the Berserker in her spirit. It was ver\' 
dillcrcnl with Holly, soft and quiet, shy and aflectionatc, 
witli a playful imp in her somewhere. He watclied tliis 
younger daughter (d his through the duckling stiige w'ith 
extraordinary interest. Woittcl she come out a swan ? 
With her sallow oval face and her grey wistful eyes and 
those long dark lashes, she might, or she miglit not. Only 
this last year had he lieen able to guess. Yes, she would 
Ixi a swah-*-rathcr a dark one, always a shy one. but an 
autlientir s^an. She was eighteen now, and M.idemoiselle 
lieautc was gtjne—lhc excellent lady had remi>ved. after 
eleven years haunted by her continuous reminisc.ences of 
the ” well-brrrcU little Tayleurs." to anotlier family whose 
bosom would now he agitated by her retnimsccnccs of the 

wrU’bnred little Forsytes.'* iShe had taught Holly to 
speal» 1‘^endi like herself. 

J^ortrailurc wa,H not Jolyoii's forte, but he had already 
drawn hi# younger daughter tlircc times, and was drawing 
lier,a fouriii, on the afternoon of October 4, i8oq, when a 
was brought to him which caused his eyebrows to 
go up : 


MU SOAMES FORS\TE, 

ThK SlIUn K. CONNOI.SSKl’RS CvSb. 

MAT*iJ*:t>i'KnAM. ' ^T. James 


But here the Forsyte Saga must digress again. . . . 
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To return from a long travel in Spain to a darkened 
house, to a little daughter bewildered with tears, to the 
sight o( a loved father hang peaceful in his last sleep, liad 
never been, Wiis never likely to be, forgotten by so lap- 
pn\ss!onablc and wann-hearted a man asjolyon. A sense 

of mysterv, Uk). clung to that sad da^ and about the 
end of one whose life had been so well ordered, balanced, 
and alv>vc-b<Vird, It seemed incredible that his fatlicr 
could thus have vatiislied without, as it were, announcing 
his intentioiu without hist words to his son. and due fare- 
wells. And those incoherent allusions of little MoUv to 
'■ the lady in grey,*’ of Mademoiselle 1-lea nee to a Madame 
Errant {as it sounded) involved all things in a mist, liftcIPa 
little when he read lus father s will and the codicil ilicrt^to. 
It had been his duty .is executor of that will and ccxlicil ti> 
inform Irene, wife of his ct)usin. Soames, of her life interest 
m fifteen tlinusiind pounds, lie had called on her to 
explain that the existing mvestment in India Stork, ear- 
marked to meet the cliarge would produce for Ikt tlie 
interesting net sum of / 43 o*odd a year, ch‘ar of income 
lax fills was but the third time he had secntliis cousin 
Svxim<‘s' w ife— if indeed she was still his wife, of which in* 
wa,s not quite sure. He remembered having^sciin hei 
sitting in the Jiotanical Gardens waiting for Hosinney- 
a pa.ssive, fascinating figure, reminding him of Titian's 
'■ Heavenly Love," and again, when, charged by his 
father, he had gone to M<mtpellicr Square on the after- 
n<K)n when JJo.siiiney’.s death was known. He still recalled 
\ividly her sudden appearance in the drawing-r{»f)jp donr- 
^vay ()n that occasion — her bcvautiful face, p^issing from 
Wild eagerness of hojw to stony despair ; remefnlxired the 
comp,'i.ssion he liad felt, Soames' snarling snulu, ius words, 

" We are not at home," and the slam of the front dlir;r, 

Tins third time he saw a face and fonn mf>re Ixsautiful 
— freed from the wairp of wild hope and despair. laxjking 
at her. he thought : " Yes. you are just wiiat tlie Had 
would Jiave admired ! " And the strange story of his 
father's Inilian summer Ixjcame slowly ch ar to liim. She 
spoke of old Jolyon with reveience and tears in her eyes. 

* Hi^w'as so wonderfully kind to me ; 1 don’t know why. 
He kxiked so ^utiful and p<\'u eful silting in tftat chair 
under the tree* it w"is I who first came on him sitting 
there, you know. Such a^owlv dav. I don't think an 
end could liave bien liappicr. \Ve should all like to go 
♦ *ut like that." 

i-.s. ' 


D 
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" Quite right 1 ” he had thought. We should all like 
to go out in full summer witli beauty stepping towards 
us acros.s a lawn/‘ 

%Arul 1« joking round the little, almost empty drawing- 
room, he had asked her what she was going to do now. 
" I am going to live again a little, Cousin Jolyftn. It’s 
wonderful to have money of one's own. I've never had any. 
I sliall keep this flat. 1 think ; I'm used to it ; but 1 shall 
Ijk; able to g(j to Italy. ' 

“ lixactly ! “ Jolyun had murmured, looking at her 
faintly smiling hps ; and he had gone away thinking ; 
"A fascinating woman! What a waste 1 Fm glad the 
l58fi left her that money.*' He had not seen her agiiin, but 
every quarter he had signed her cheque, forwarding it to 
her bank, with a note to the Chelsea flat to say that lie 
had done so ; and always he luid received a note in 
acknowk'dgment, generally from the thit, but sometimes 
from Italy ; so that licr person^hty liad Lx'come embodied 
in shghtly scented grey pajjcr, and upright fine hand- 
writing, and tlic words, *' IXiar Cousin Jolyon.” Man of 
property t||iat he now was, the slendtir chc(]ue he si^picd 
often gave rise to the tliougJit : ” Well, 1 suppose she just 
manage.s ^ • slitliiig into a vague wonder Iiow she was 
faring oUun-wise in a world of men not wont to let beauty 
gt) unpo.s,ses.sed. At first Holly had spoken of her some- 
times, but “ladies in grey" soon fade from children’s 
memories ; and the tiglnening of June’s lips in Uiose first 
weeks after her grandfather’s death, whenever her former 
friend mune was meutioned, had discourf^ed allusion. 
Only once, indeed, hail June spoken definitely : “I've 
forgiven Jkcr. I'm frightfully glad slic’s independent 
now. ..." 

receiving Soames' card, Jolyon said to tlie maid — 
for he could not abide butlers — “ Show liim into the study, 
ploiiso, and suiy I’U Ix* there in a minute ; “ and then he 
Ux>ked at Holly and asked : 

“ IX) you remember “ the Udy in grey,” who used to 
give you music-lessons ? “ 

“ (Sh, yts, why } Has slie come ? ** 

Jolyon shook his head, and, dianging his hoUand blouse 
for a chat, was silent, perceiving suddenly that* such 
lustory was not for those* young ciirs. Hts face, in fact, 
becanie w himsic^d pt'iplexity u-caniate while he'joumeycd 
tow'ards the stu<ly. 

Standing^ by tlie french-window, looking out across 
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(lit* terrace at iJie aik-trec, vAre two fi.eures, middlc-aRcH 
young, and he thought : ** Wlio's litat Ixjy ? Surely 
tiicv never hud a child. ' 

The ehler figure turned The meeting of tho^* twjjj 
i'or>yte.s of the sevniul generation, v-i much more s^^phisti- 
ailed ii»ii the find, in (he hou.se Inalt ftir tlie «>ite an<l 
owned iind otrapied by the other, was marked bv subtle 
defensivenei>> d^taseuth distinct attempts at rdnlitv. 
" Has he come af>)ut his wiic ? *’ Jolyori was tnuiking ; 
and Soames, " How shall I begin ^ '* while Val. brought t*> 
break tile ite, iito wi neghgentlv sirutinising this *' U'^irded 
pard '* irorn under his dark, thick eyeKedies. 

" This IS Val Dartie. ’ ’•.ud Soames, *' niv sister's s* 
He'.s just going up to Oxford 1 thought I‘d like him to 
know your lx<y ." 

" Ail ! I'm .sorry Jolly’s away. Wluit college ? '* 

" II N r " rephed Vaf 

jollv s at the ‘ i louM'.’^Jut he'll Ik* dehplited to lor^k 
you up 

nanks awfully.” t 

*' ,s in - -11 you could pul up wiUj a femal^ relation, 

siu’ d .duAv you namd. N ou'Il find her in llie liall if you 
go tJirougii the curlaui.s, I was just jxiintinf^ hr£ ” 

W'ca another ” 'i’hank*-', awlullv!” V tl v.inisiied. 
le.iviiig the tw*) cousm.s with the i»e unbroken 

' I st*t* you've some drawmg'i at Uic * Wati'r Colours ' ” 
xLul ,'>oann- 

Ji»]vo'i vu'aod. He had Ix'cn out <tf toiufi with tiie 
hoiv-yle f.Lf,5Ji\' at i,ir;»e h»r twenty ‘dx ’.et.'s iuO ihev 
urr ' (oi,iU'it<d in i.'is mind with I'fitli'?. ” Dfiby f)av ” 
and l...i;(ise<T print' He h-*<l heard from ]»une (iiat 
P,iani*-s W. 1 .S a <o:i?'.-n ,< ur. wimh made it worse fie 
liao b-rome aware, t fo, of a curune sein^Jition of '«m- 
p a* '3< e 

■■ ! .MVfrht '.een \<*-i l'>r a Kaig time.*' lie s,.id. 

■ .\ b , ’ .',■>» r- «i > It’-iwe- n dov bp'., “ le-t * im ■ 

-.'k' .1 nia’tf*- lui. St ^ .iU/at ta.it I've (oine. Vou're 
.' r tr;,sO‘e. I’m t •M." 

i.i a lom; time,” fKiid S.-ime*. rioadv 

l-.-ltn tur.i i«! It.” * 

J\>3 'i>n t n: \ n] > p:i,U‘ aiuwcr lisan ; 

■ \Vorri »o'i -.make ? ” t * 

No fh;-.r;k- ” 

J on * : : ' li In a ce o tie 
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** I wish to be free/' said Soamcs abruptly. 

** 1 don’t sec her/* murmured Jolyon tlirough the fume 
of his cigarette. 

^ “ But you know where she lives, I suppose ? " 

Jolyon nodded. He did not mean to give her address 
without {xirmi^sion. Soamcs seemed to divine Jilt tliought. 
” I don't want her addicss/' he said ; “ 1 know it." 

" What exactly do you want ? " 

" She deserted nie. 1 W'ant a divorce." 

" liiither late in the day. isn’t it ? " 

" Yes." said Saimes. And there was a silence. 

" I don't know much about tliese tilings — at least. I've 
IHfe-gotten," Siiid Jolyon with a wry smile. He liim.sclf had 
liad to wait for death to grant him a divorce from the first 
Mrs. Jolyon. " Do you wish me to see her about it ? " 
Soam(?s raised his eyes to liis coiKsin's face. 

" I suppose there’s some one," lie said. 

A shrug moved Jolyon's ^louldcrs. 

" 1 don’t know at all. 1 imamne you may have botli 
Jived as if the other were dead. It's usual in these cases.’’ 

Suam^ turned to the window. A few early fallen oak- 
leaves strewed the terrace alrea<iy, and were rolling round 
in the wind, Jolyon saw the figures of Holly and Val 
Dartic inoving across the lawn t<iwards the stablc.s. " I’m 
not going to run with the hare and hunt with the hound.s.” 
he Uiouglit. '* I must act for her. The Dad wouUi have 
wished that." And f<jr a swift moment he seemed to see 
his fatJier's figure m the old arm-chair, just Ix^yond 
ScKiincs, sitting with knees crossed, Tke Timci m liis luind. 
It va1iisJie<l. 

" My 4 i1kt was fond of her," he said cjuietly 
" Why he sliould have lieen 1 don’t know," Soamcs 
aiy>wered without looking round. " She brought trouble 
to your daughter June: She brought trouble to every’ 
one. I gave Ium* all slie wanted. 1 would have given her 
even — lorgiveuess— but she chose to leave me," 

In Jolyon compassion was checkcrl bv the tone of that 
cU>se voice, Wiiat was there in the fellow that made it 
.so dithcnlt to lx* sorry tor him " " 

*’ 1 Gin go and sec her, if you like/* he said. " I suppose 
she might lx* glad of a divorce, but I know notliiifg." 
Sexunes nodded, • 

" Yes, plea.se go.* As 1 sif. I know her address ; but 
I’ve no wisli to see her." His longue was busy with lus 
lips, a.s if they were vcr>» dry. 
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** You '11 have some tea ? " said lolyon, stifling the 
words : " Ami see the house/' And he UhI the way into 
the hall. When he had rung tlie bell and ordered tea, he 
went to his ciLsel to tuni his (Irawing to the wall He could 
not tieiir, somcliow. that las work shmdil be seen ify 
Soamcs,ewho wiis standing there in the naddle of the great 
room which had lK‘en designed expressly to altoni wall 
sfme h^r his (*wn pictures. In his ctmsin's face, witli its 
un'^’i/ahle family hkeneiss to himsidf, and its chinny, 
narrow. <oncentTated look, lolyon saw that which ruovetl 
him to the ilionght : “ That chap could never forgri 
anyUiing — nor ever giv# lumself away, lie's pathcl ' ‘ " 


( HAin'KH VII 

THE COLT ASn THE f lLLV 

VViir.N young Val left the presence rd the lv*t generation 
he was thinking : “ Thi.s is )^4ly dull ! Uncle S<a.mes does 
hike the bun. I wonder what this filly's like ^ " lie 
anticipated no pleasure from her society ; ana suddenK 
he s*iw her standing there lo<»king at him. \Vtiy, she was 
pretty I Wiiat luck ! * 

*' I'm afraid ym don't know me," he said. *' My name’s 
Val Dartie - I 'm once removed, second cousin. s‘inietlmig 
like that, you know. My mother’s name wils I*or.sytc." 

Holly, whose slim brown hand remained in hi.s because 
she WHS ttx> .shy to withdraw' it, said : 

" I don't know’ any of my relations. Are there in;rtiy ? " 
“ Tons 'I’heyTe awdul — most of them. At least, I 
<lon t kii<m“~-so*nie of them. One's relations ;dways are. 
aren't they ? " ^ 

" ! exjx’cl they think one awful t«K>, ' s.'iid Ihilly. 

'* I don't know why they should. No (me C(>uld think 
you awful, of course." 

Holly Kxjked at him — the wistful candour in those grey 
eyes gave young Val a sudden feeling llial tie must prote< t 
h'cr« ft 

" 1 mean there arc pcf.iplc and people." Jic added 
astutely. " Your dad lo(jk.s awfully decent, lor insitiince." 
" Oh, yes 1 "ftSiaKl Hollv fervently , " he is," 

A flu.sii #mounted in Val^ (heeks^tliat sc.cne in th^' 
Pandemonium promenade — the dark man with the pink 
carnation developing into his own father * " But you know' 
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what the Forsytes are/* he said almost viciously. Oh I 
1 tor/'ot ; you don’t." 

" What are they ? " 

. " Oh ! fearfully careful ; not sportsmen a bit. lAK)k at 
Uncle Soames 1 " 

" I'd like to/^said Holly. 

V^nl resisted a desire to run his arm throujKli hers 
*' Oh 1 no/' he said, " let's go out. You’ll see him quite 
soon cnoiigii. Wh.tl's your brother like } " 

Holly led the way on to the terrace and down to the 
lawn without answering. How describe Jolly, who, ever 
since slie re.nieni bored anytliing, Jiad been her lord, master. 
aHh ideal r* 

" Does he sit on yf)u ? ” said Val shrewdly. " I sliall Ixi 
knowirjg him at Oxh»rd. Have you got any horse.s ? " 

Holly nodded. " Would you like to see tlie slahlos ? " 

" K.-UIkt I " 

They pa.ssed under tlic oak-tree, through a thin shrub- 
b'ry, into the stiiblc-yard. There under a ckxrk-tower Uy 
a Huffy brown -and -white dag. so old that he did not get 
up, blit, ff^intly waved the tiiil curled over his back. 

" Thai's liillhasar," said Holly ; " he's so old — awfully 
old. ntMrly as old as 1 am. Poor old boy I He's devoted 
to Da<l.* 

" Hailhasar I That’.s a rum name. He isn’t pure-bred, 
you know." 

" Jso ! hut he's a darling," and slie Ixait down to stroke 
the dog. ( iejille and supiHe. with dark uucoveia d ju;ad and 
slim lu'C.vijed male and nands, she seemed to Val strange 
and sVet ;, like a thing shppul bc*twceu him and all 
previous kiu as ledec. 

*’ When gr.Uiiinaiier iUmI " site .said, ’ lie wuiiiJn't eat 
d.tvs. He '•aw lam die. you kiuAv." 

" Was i Id 1 mle jojyou ? Mother always ^ i i;et 
was a t<<]>per,’' 

" He w.,s." .'-.vud llollv simply, and opened the 'diahi^j 
diH»r, 

In a loosr d>ox .stiK'd a silver n.^ii of aU ut tifteen Uand?-, 
wUh a ! '.-a k Ual and mane. " Tins is unne-— hairy." 

" All ! " .••..itl ^ .d, " she’s a jolly paltrey. Hut you ou^ht 
to l)an) 3 *her tad Mie'd k)ok niueh smarter." Tlien catclung 
her wi-mk lima uk k, lie ihonght >muk'niy u " 1 dtm'i know 
— anything like*.! ’’ Ani^ he i.Hik a lung ^lili of th*' 

stable air. " Ih r-as are npping. aren’t tiiey ? My 
Dad—" he slepjicd. 
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“ Yfs ? " said 

Aji impulse to lumself ;\]most oven^atnc him — 

but not quite " t>i'i ! 1 tloji't know he's oiien jiji'nc a 
murker over them. Tm jollv kmi on them t<K» — riding 
mid huntriK, I like nu:m^ awfully, well ; 1 jihouhi hW 
tt> lie a ientieinaji rider ' Ami obhviou:» 4 i 1 tlie fart that 
he had btit one more day in towm. with two en^jaffcmeiiLs. 
he o;it 

" I sav, if 1 hire a t;ec to-iiu>mm\ will yini come a rule 
in Ku Inn ►nd Park ? " 

ela.stied her hands. 

“Oh, yes 1 I simply hno riding Hut there's Jullys 
horse ; whv dc»n’t you ride him ' lien* he is. We 

after te e’* 

\‘.ti looked doubtfully at his irouserctl legs. He lud 
mnigmed tiiem ptun.inilatc btdore her eyes ij> high brown 
boiits u!:d Pedl ^rd r'*r<ls 

“ I dop. t nuith like rilling his horse." he said. “ He 
mightn't like it. fteMdes, 1 dirle Stiamcs wants to get 
Ikw k. 1 expect. Not that I fcjgheve in buckling iimlcr to 
him. vwu know S’oii haven't got an nm !e. have yiuj 
This l^ ratlier a goixl Ixstsl," he adilccl, scrutinising Jolly's 
horse, a ilark brown, whicli was showing the wliitc.s of its 
eyes. “ You h<iven't got any hunting here, rsuj/Tx'ise f ” 

“No; 1 don't know tiuil 1 w'uiit to hunt It must 
Ik* awtullv exciting, of course; bat it's cruel, Lsn't it 
June so," 

“ Cnn 1 i '* ejaculated Val. " Oli ! that's ah rot. 
Wiio's June ? “ 

“ Mv si.sttT — mv half sister, y<iu know - -much oMet than 
me." She had put her hands up to Imth duxiks ol Jolly's 
horse, and was rubbing her nose ag«un»t its nose witJi a 
geutJe snuflhng nouse which se<*med to have an hyjmptu 
eliect on tlie anirniU. V^al contemplated Jicr < heck ri'btiiTR 
against the hor,se’s nose, and her eyes gleaming lound at 
him. “ She's really a duck," hr tliought 

They retunied to the house less talkative, frdJowed Ihi.s 
time by the diig Baltiiasar, walking more slowly than 
anything on earth, and clearly cxjHXting thertj not to 
cx< eed his sjxhmI hinit, 

“ Tins is a ripping place.'* s-iid Val from un^er the 
oak-tree, where tf>ey had paused to allow tlic dug lUJUiasar 
to come • 

" Yes." said Holly, and sighed. " Of course 1 want to 
go everywhere. 1 wish I were a gip»y." 
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“ Yes, gipsies are jolly/’ replied Val, with a conviction 
which had just come to him ; “ you're rather like one, 
you know." 

Holly's face shone suddenly and deeply, like dark 
leaves gilded by tlie sun. 

" To go ma(k rabbiting everywhere and see eMerythiiig, 
and live in the open — cjh 1 wouldn't it be fun ? " 

" Let's do it I " said Val. 

" Oh. yes. let’s 1 " 

** It'd be grand sport, just you and I." 

Then Holly perceived the quaintness and flushed. 

*' Well, we've got to do it," said Val obstinately, but 
lilldening loo. " I believe in doing things you want to 
do. What’s down there ? " 

" The kitchen garden, and the pond and the coppice, 
and the farm." 

" Let's go down 1 " 

Holly glanced back at the^house. 

" It's tea-time, 1 expect ; tliere's Dad beckoning." 

Val, uttering a growly siiand, followed her towards the 
house. 

When \hey re-entered the hall gallery the sight of two 
mi<ldlc-age<J Forsytes drinking tea together had its magiciil 
effect, ^nd they became quite silent. It was, indeed, an 
imprc.ssive spectacle. The two were seated side by side 
on iin arrangement in marquetcrie which looked like tliree 
silvery pink chairs made one, with a low tea-table in front 
of them. They seemed to have taken up that position, as 
far apart as the seat would permit, so Uiat they need not 
look ht each other too much ; and tlicy were eating and 
drinking rather than talking — Soames with IiLs air of 
despising the tea-cake as it disapi>eared, Jolyon of finding 
yjpiself slightly amusing. To the casu*.l eye neither would 
liiive seemed gre<‘dy, but both were getting through a 
good deal sustcuance. The two young ones having lx.rn 
.su])plied with food, the pnx:css went on silent and ab- 
.sorlxitive, till, with the advent of cigarettes, Jolyon said 
to Siuimes : 

" Aiu^ how’s Uncle James ? " 

" Thanks, veiy' shaky.” 

" Wfi’re a wonderful family, aren't we ? The oilier d iv 
I wiLS calculating tlie average age of theden old Forsytes 
from my father's ifaniily 1 make it fCighty-lour 

already, and live still living. They ought to beat the 
record ; " aud looking wiiimstcally at Soames. he added : 
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** We aren't the men they wer«*. yon know.** 

S<j;imei> smiled. " Do you really think 1 shall admit 
tJiat I'm not their eritial ; * he seemed to be saving, *' or 
that I’ve g«’t to give up anything. es|)er»allv life " 

*' We may live to tin, nr age, |>erhaps.“ pursued Joivon; 
" but sell>i*on.scinusues.s is a handicap, know, and 
lhat s the ddference between us We’ve lust u»n vi«“t ion. 
How and w'hen self^onsciousncss was iK^ra I never can 
make out. My fatiicr had a little, but 1 don't lidieve anv 
other of the old InJisytes ever had a scrap. Never to sec 
V4'ursclf as others see y«‘«. it’s a wonderful preM^rvativc 
The whole history of the last crnlury is in tlie diflerencr 
Iv'iweeii us. And Ix'twcen us and yon." he iuhled, 
through a ring <d Mnoke at V’al and Holly, uncomforhible 
under his quizzical regard. “ theie'Il be another dil* 
fererue. 1 w<uuier what ’ 

Soatnes took out his watch 

" We must go." he say^i. " if we're to catch our 
train." 

" Uncle Scwinic', never mi a train," muttered Val. 
with liis inoutii full 

" Whv sh'udd 1 ' " Soames answ^‘red simply* 

" Oh ! 1 don’t know." giumbh d V'al. " ot!jerjx‘ople do " 
At the front d<x>r he gave Holly’s slim brown tiand a 
long and surreptitious squeere 

■ l.<x)k out lor me to-morrow." fie whi5peie<l : " three 
u«.hK.k 1 11 wait ftir you in the road; it'll save lime 
VW’ll ha\c a npping ndf " He gazed Imk at her from Dp* 
lodge gate. and. but h»r the pnnciple.s of a man alK>ut town, 
would have waved hLs hand. He felt in no mood to tofi^rate 
ins uinle's conversation But he wa.s n<»t in danger. 
Sizames preserved a perfect muteness, busv witii far-away 
thrmghts 

'I’he yellow leaves came down about those tw'<j walking 
tlitt mile and a half which Sc»anies had traversed so often 
in tllo.^r I'jug ago days when be tame down to wviti li with 
secret prule the budding of the hoti.M*- ■ tliat hou^c wIikIi 
was to have Ixnm the home of him arul iirr from w'hom 
h« was no\e going to seek release. He l««»ked Isu e, up 
tiiat cr.tUcsft vssU of autumn lane IxHween tfie yellowing 
hedges Wiiat an age ago ! " 1 don't want to see lurr," he 
had ’►aid t(i Jf>ly«n. Was that true f " I may have P)," he 
ihf)nght ; ;|nd he sfiivercri, ^-i/cd by**me of those qucei 
s.uiddcrings that they siiy mean hK)t.slei)s on one’s grave, 
A chilly world ! A queer world ! And glancing sidelong at 
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bis nephew, he thought : “ Wish 1 were bis age I I wonder 
what she's like now 1 ** 


CHAPTER VIII 

JOLYON PROSECUTES TRUSTEESHIP 

When thr>so two were gone Jolyon did not return to his 
painting, for ciayliglit was failing, but went to the study 
craving unconsciously a revival of that momentary vision 
o#In.s father sitting in the old leather chair witli his knees 
crovssed and liis straight eyes gazing up from under the 
dome of his massive brf»w. Often in this little room, 
cosiest in tlie house, Jolyon %vould catch a moment of 
conununion with his lather. Not, indeed, tliat he had 
definitely any faith in the pcreistencc of the human spirit 
"""the teeling was not so logical — it was, rather, an atrnos- 
pheric impact, like a scent, t' one of those strong animistic 
nnpressions from forms, or effects of light, to wliich tliose 
with tiu‘ ’artist's eye are especially prone. Here only — in 
this little uncluinged room where his father had spent the 
most dT his* waking hours — could be retricv(xl the feeling 
that he wiis not c^uite gone, that the steady counsel of that 
old spirit and the wannth of his masterful lovabihty 
endured. 

What would his father be advising now, in this sudden 
recrudescence of an ohl tragedy -what would he say to 
this Menace against her to whom he had biken such a 
fancy in Uie hist weeks of his hfo ? “1 must do my l>est for 
her,” thought ]olvon ; he left her to me in his will. But 
at IS the best ? " 

And as if seeking to regain the sapience, the balance and 
slirewd common sense of that old Forsyte, he sat duwm in 
Uic ancient cliair and crossed his knees. But he felt a 
mere shadow sitting there ; nor did any inspiration come, 
wliile the fingers of the wind tappt*d on tlie darkening 
panes of the french'Wirrtlow, 

" Go and see her ? " he thought, '* or ask her to come 
down here ? What’s her life lieen ? Wliat is it now, 1 
wtmder ? Beastly to rake up things at this time of day/' 
Again the figure ofthis amsui standing with liand on a 
front d<x>r of a fine olive-gr«®n leaped out, vivid, like one 
of those figures from old-fashioned docks when the hour 
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smites ; and his vv»»rtLs si>iinde<i in Joly^^n's ear> clearer 
than a!iy chime: " I manat»e my own utiurs. IVe told 
you onro. i tell you : We arc n‘<t at hnme/’ The 

rrpujtn iiue he had tlK*n felt fnr Suruev las Hay 
t'het'keti, shaven fate hiM of sptiitiul bull'd- lU'edTuivi ; for 
his sj'cjrul 'square, siivk tieurc sh^'htly (.roj«uit'd a> it were 
over tiie b-nc he o>uhl not diurst — came raov .itrain, frosh 
as ever. nay. with an ikM mcreast*. I liishke inm/' he 
ihouirht, “ 1 tUsIike him to tfie verv ro<tts ol me. And 
tiud's he ky ; it II make it easier h r me to lurk lus wife." 
Halt-art j'.;, and h.Jf loa .yie, Jolvon was constitutionally 
*v\ersr Horn vihat he " rm turns ; ’’ unless anf;er<'<l. 

he eonh-rmevi det-jilv t‘> tliat rlas.sic desenptum <'f tin? sffr- 
dog, " i r'd rutlier run tiuin tiKht " A little smile U.^<*Ame 
seiiifd 15 ias Uan). homral tliat Srumes .‘iliuuld come 
doun Of Tf — to till', luuise, built for himself! Uow' he 
hvi<l vM^rd ,01(1 at this niin of Ins finest iutention ; 

furtively no.aag at the w‘;yi,s and staif-way. appraising 
cvervtiam: ! And mturavfly |'»lv»»n thouf^ht : " I licheve 
the lellovi even imw wonltl ike to U‘ living hero H*‘ 
lould never leave u 5 t l<*ngmg for what in* <*iv ^ owned t 
Well, 1 mu'.t art, somehow or otJier ; but Us a boro-- 
a great Iv.re, " s ^ 

H’tte It: it evening he wrote b» tiie Chel ea fkil*asking 
if IieiM a iiM -.(■'* hint. 

Tur ild (4‘ntnrv wliuh ha<l seen the plant of u> 
di\ uhriii:' Ui Jiouer so v\4<ndei fully W'.rs settim; m a skr 
orange with » .nraug storms. Kumuurft <»£ w'ar •iiliicd to t’.»' 

'■/ a London turbulent at the dose of liu' 
sunuuef h iiivs And the stieets t<i Jolyon. w'hfl ivse. 
no* i (tf'i 11.) in tov. !!, Jricl .5 feverish look, tiue to the.n 
nfu in * I cirs and cab.-., of wIiku iie di.ipjn -vtff 
a’-*n''b(' idy. Iff (omiteU thea* vt'liu le.s fnmi Ja* Uiinson^ 
and niadf tie' proix^rtion of tiiem tiiU' m twn'Mv, " Tm-y 
w. K'-dU'in viiif ;v nbont a yi'ar ,1:").'' he " tiu'y've 

tome to st.sv j .;ni ,vt riiudi n>oi-- ui.-d of wnf-eU 

;oid ge.’scrai .-au.k "—for he wai < xi- f« th '*• ratiier fa:r 
LiN'ir-!'. wilt f b’.yrt to finvlhinr i'*'w '.rn it t ‘kes .1 
n.'.Uiid f nil . .Old he ins’r-it t-'-l in. driv r to f.j|{ ihav;! 
to th<' nver qun kly, out .-f the tiain. unug *>• h. -h -n 
tile w.tter ihr'-ucti tiie rneliowmg •* -n ot )-i o 
At litilr r>i«ik -d il.ts w;,a;i .* * "'i bi<k 'rm* fdfv 
yards fromi^iie toU f;.*' eabmaii to u^ut, 

and wc.nt tip o, the ijr>i !i<a)r 
Yes. Mrs Hcnm w,i.s at liome ! 
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The effect of a settled if very modest income was at 
once apparent to him remembenng the threadbare refine- 
ment in that tiny flat eight years ago when he announced 
|icr good fortune. Everything was now fresh, dainty, and 
smelled of flow'crs. The gencnil effect was silvery with 
touches of black, hydrangea colour, and gold. ’'t\ woman 
of great taste," he thought. Time had dealt gently with 
jolyon, for he was a Forsyte. But with Irene Time hardly 
seemed to deal at all, or such was his impression. She 
appeared to him not a day older, standing there in mole- 
coloured velvet corduroy, with soft dark 'eyes and dark 
gold hair, with outstretched hand and a little smile. 

Won't you sit down ? ” 

He had probably never occupied a chair with a fuller 
sense of embarrassment. 

" You look absolutely unchanged," he said. 

" And you look younger. Cousin Jolyon." 

Jolyon ran his liands throi^h his hair, wiiose thickne.ss 
was still a comfort to him. 

" I’m ancient, but 1 don’t feel it. That's one thing about 
ptiinting^it keeps you young. Titian lived to ninety-nine, 
and had lo have plague to kill liim off. Do you know, th< 
first time I fver Siiw you I tliought of a picture by him ? ’’ 

" WTien did you see me for the first time ? " 

"In the Botanical Gardens." 
p '* How did you know me, if you'd never seen mr 
before ? " 

" By some one who came up to you." He w^as looking 
at her hardily, but her face did not change ; and she 
said ftnietly : 

" Yes ; many lives ago." 

" What is your recipe for youth, Irene ? " 

" People who don't live arc wonderfully preserved." 

H’m I a bitter little siiying I People who don't Uve ! 
But an opening, and he took it. You rememl)er my 
C^Hisin Stwnes ? " 

He saw her smile faintly at that whimsicality, and at 
once went on ; " He came to see me the day Ixiforc 
yesterdj^y ! He w'ants a divorce. Do you ? " 

" 1 •> " The word seemed startled out of her. " After 
tw‘elvo> years ? It’s rather late. Won't it be difficult ? " 

Tolvon looked liard into her face. " Unless " he said. 

Unless 1 have a lover But 1 have n^er had one 
since." 

What did he feel at tiie simplicity and candour of those 
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words ? Relief, surjiri'it', |nty 1 Venus for twelve years 
a lovrr ! 

Ainl yet.” he Snud. " I siippf>j5e you would |.:ive a good 
dtsil to l)e fre<", t<K» ^ ” 

” 1 don't know. W'lut diM’s it matter, now ? " 
you were to love ap.un ' ’ 

“ I should love,” In tluit ‘-imple answer she seemetl to 
sum. up tlu* \vhnl<? phjlos‘sphy of one on wiuun tiw vvorld 
li ui turned its Kn.k. 

” Weil ! Is there jujylhing you would like me to say 
him ^ ” 

” Only lli.it Tm s<-rry he's not free. He had liis Oumte 
onre, I don t know why he didn't take it.” 

lk<anse lie was a Is isyte ; we never p»rt with tilings, 
yo;.' kiK'W, unlevs we uajit M'lnelhing in th< ir pKue ; and 
not -ilway.s tiien.” 

ItMu* smiled. "Don't you. ('ou.sin jidy.ui I think 
you do.” • 

< >t (onrM^ I'm a bit td a numgrel — not <|mte a fnire 
I'Usvie. I never take Ihe h*!f|H'nnies otl rny tlirqnes, 1 
put tSi(‘in on,” vod jtdyon uncaMly. 0 

” Well, wjiat does So, ones want in place of me now^ '* ” 

” I dim't ktjow : perhaps i hildren ” ^ 

Si»<‘ wa.s .stlenl hir a little. l(«»king down. 

” ^ es.” slie nuirnmred ; ” it s hard. I would help him 
to U‘ tne if 1 (ouhi.” 

Joljon ga/ed into his iut. his cmlxirrassrnen t was 
ira leasing fast ; so was his .idniiration. hi.s wonder, aiul 
his pity. She was so l«>vely, and so lonely ; and alto^'etlu r 
It was MK'h a cod 1 

'* NWII,” lie iviid, " I shall have to .sec Soaines, If there’s 
aii\ thing I can do fur you I'm always at your service 
You niu.st think of me as a wrf’tHied substitute for 
faii,j*r At all events I’ll let you km»w what ii.ipjx ns wheii 
1 speak to Sfjames. He may supply tlie material himself.” 

Si>e shiK>k her head. 

” You see. he, luus a kit to lose ; ;uul I have nothing. 1 
should like him to lx? free ; but I <lon*t M*e w'hat I ca.n do.” 

” Nor I at tin.'? moment,” said jolyon, and s^>n after 
t<K)k ins Ics'ive. He went dow'n to his h.irisom. MalDpast 
tiirw * Soames would be at his othce still. • 

" To tile Poultry,” he called through the trap. In front 
of the lioKises of Parliainmit and in Whitehall, news- 
vendors were calling, ” Grave situaUon in the Traasvaal I ” 
but the cncs hardly roused him, absf»rbcd in recollection 
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of that very l)eautiful figure, of her soft dark glance, and 
the W{>rds : “ I have never had one since." What on cartii 
did such a woman do with her life, back-watered like this ? 
Solitary, unprotected, with every man's hand against her 
or rather — reaching out to grasp her at the least sim. And 
year after year 5 lic went on like that ! • 

The word " Poultry " above the passing citizens brouglit 
him back to reality. 

" Forsyte, l^ustarcl and Forsyte," in black letters tm :i 
ground the colour of pcasoiip," spurred him to a sort 
vigour, and he went up the .stone stairs muttering . 
" Fusty musty ownership ! Well, we couldn't do witiiout 
them !" 

'* I want Mr. Soames F'orsyle," he said to llie boy wlio 
opened llie door. 

" What name ^ " 

" Mr. Jolyon I'orsytc." 

The youtli look<‘d at him curiously, never having seen 
a Fors^de with a l)card, and vanished. 

The oflices of " Forsyte,* Bustard and Forsyte " I1.. I 
slowly abv>rbed the ollices of " Tooting Jind Bowles,” and 
occujued the wholf of the first floor. The firm co^si.^ 1 cd 
now of^nollwtiff but S^xuncs and a numlx'r of managing 
and articled clerks. Tlic complete retirement of Jame.» 
some SIX years ago iiad accelerated business, to viheh 
the final toucli of speed had been imparted when Bustard 
dropjx'd ott. worn tnit, as many Ixriievcd, bv the suit oi 
” I'ivtT t/m'tt.s Ihusvle," more in ('hancery than ever end 
less lijcely to benent its IxMieutiaries, Soamt.’s, with hn 
siller grasp ol actualiues, had never pennitti'd it to worn' 
liirn ; on ihe contrary, he had long perceived that Pro' 
vidence had pnsented liim therein witii ^200 a year nci 
^•►perptiimt V, and -wiiv not? 

When Joivnn cuicahI, liis cousin was drawing out a li.':’. 
(if liiildnu’S m C‘on*ois. v, huh m v*ivw td tlie lumour:. oi 
\sar he was g'i.ig i.> .alvu-e his v«.rapames to pul on the 
market at onct‘, beture <*thvr companies did the siime. He 
looked round, sid(i->ng. and said : 

" How' are you Just one minute. Sit down, won't 
you ? " And havnng enteriHl three iinicamts, ami set a 
ruler t<'> I'v'op his pi, ice, he turned towards Joiyou, Ijiung 
the si<h' oi Ins flat fore-fiugcr. 

" Ye.s ? " he said.*’ 

" 1 have siv-n her." 

Soiimcs frowned. 
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** WeU > 

'* She h?i,s remaineil f:\ithful to incmory.” 

Having iviid tliat, Jolvou was asliametl. Mis cousin had 
d a dusky, yellowish red. What had made him tca^ 
tlie \KH>r Ijrute ! 

" I wat to tell you $Uv is sorry ytai are fft»t free. Twche 
ye.tr^ is a long tinu* ^ iUi know your I i%v, and what f hame 
>l gives you.” Soarnes ulttTedacunou.shttle grunt, aruj the 
two r<‘iuained a full iiumito without spt‘;ikmg. " lake 
w.iX ! ” th' light j(}l Von, watching that close fact*, where 
liu* tlu.sh was fast su hauling “ He’ll never give me a sign 
el w!i it )k'\ ihinkirag or going to tlo. Like wax ! '* ^id 
he ti.n-^ferred hi . to a plift of that llounshmg toifti. 
” IL Miect on Sea.” the future evistence of wltuh lay 
expM-'d on the wall to the {x>ssessivc instincts of the 
nnn's <iient- Tlie wlnm.skal tiionght flash«*d through 
inn : ” I vo.fuln- if 1 •'hall gel a bill of exists h^r ihif^ - 
' To attejalng Mr joh on J'<»rsvte m U»e matter of my 
divorce, to leuivuie hi'' acumiil of his vi-»it t«) my wife, 
and to advLsii.g him to gotmd see her again. sixt^Tii 
and eigjjtjx'm e ‘ ” - 

Siiddeiilv S^Kunes ud : " I c.:n’t go hke this, ! tell 
you, I uin’t go on like the,/* His eyes wr^ from 

side to side, like an *uumar,s when it looks foi way ol 
escutyv* ” He really suiters.” thought Jolyun ; ” I've no 
busn<‘>.s to hirget that, iu.st Ix'Cause 1 don’t like 
him.” 

” Surelv.” he s,itd gently. ” it lies wdlh yomsHf A 
man <,an .dways pul thcMi things liirongh if he’ll take it 
on himself.” 

S< Mines turrusl square to him. with a stamd wlndi 
.seeni'tl to <oine ftoiii somewhere very deep, 

” Wiiv should 1 suiter more than 1 Vc suliered already. 
Why should I ” 

J<’‘lyon could <»nly shrug his shoulders. His rea,snn 
agreed, his in.stinct rebelled ; he could not have said why. 

” Your father,” went on S*Kiines, ” UH>k an interest 
in hei™ -why. gfx>dness knows 1 And I you do 

too ? ” he ga\'c Jolyon a sliar|» look. ” it W'eni.'i to^jjiie that 
one IwLs only to do another pe rson a wrong to get all the 
svinpatiiy. I don't know' in what w’ay I wa* to liftitiie-' 
Tve never knowm. I always trcati?tl lier well, 1 gave her 
cverytliiiig#he could wish"fc% 1 wanted her." 

Again Jolyon ’.s reason nodded ; again liis uisUnct sliook 
its head, ””VVhat is it ? ” he thought ; '* tiicre mugt be 
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something wrong in me. Yet if tliere is. I'd rather be 
wrong than right." 

" After all," said Soames with a sort of glum fierceness, 
'i^slie was my wife." 

In a flash the thoiiglit went through his listener : 
" There it is ! Ownership I Well, we all own tliiligs. But 
— human Ixiinj.'s ! Pah ! " 

" You have to Ifwk at facts," he said dryly, "or rather 
the want of them." 

Soames gave him another cjuick suspicious look. 

" The want of them ? " he said. " Yes,' but I am not 
so sure." 

' 1 l)cg your pardon," replied Jolyon ; " I’ve you 
what sl»e said. It was explicit." 

" My experience has not l)een one to promote blind 
confidence in her word. \Vc shall sec." 

Jolyon got up. 

Good byc,’^ he said curtl|r. 

" Good-bye," returned Soames ; and Jolyon wTiit out 
trying to understand the lodk, half-startled, half-menacing, 
on his cousin's face. He sought Waterloo Station in a 
disturbed frame sii mind, as though the skin of his moral 
Ijcing had Uecfi scrajicd ; and all the way down in the 
train he Uiought of Irene in her lonely flat, and of Soames 
in his lonely office, and of the strange paralysis of life 
that lay on them lx>th. "In chancery 1" lie thought. 
" Piotii tlicir nc<.k:> in cliancery — and hers so pretty 1 " 


.CHAinrER IX 

VAL HKARS THE NEWS 

The keeping of engagements had not a.s yet been a con- 
.spicuous feature in the life of young Val Dartie, so that 
wlien lie broke two and kept one, it was the latter event 
which caused liim, if anything, the greater surprise, while 
to towm from Robin Hill after his ride with 
Holly. She had been even prettier than he had thought 
her yesterday, on her silver rojui. long tailed " pallrey ; " 
and it seemed to liim. self critical in the brumous October 
gloaming and tlic ohtskirts <4^ I-ondon. that oa’y liis boots 
had shone tiirough tlieir two-hours’ comjmnionship. He 
took out lus new gold " hunter " — presented from James 
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kK>k<Hl not at the time, but at sKxtkms of his face 
in the gUttcnnp; hjtck of its opened case. He haci a tern- 
pirary sp*t t>ver one evebrow, ami it tlispleaseil iiirn. for 
It most have thspItM.snl her. Oum never had any st>ots. 
Together with Crum rust* the scene in the j>romenade*of 
the J’a^dcmonnim. 'lo tlay he had not had tlie faintest 
desire to unUxi'ium hmt-nelf to Holly alx«nt his father, His 
father lac k»al. poet r>\ tlie stitnngs <»f whif h he was feeling 
f<»r the first time in his nineteen wars. The LiU^rtv. witii 
tynthu Hark that almost tnvthiial emUKliment <»f 
rapinrc , tlie Handeinouium, with the woman of luucrtain 
age — Ixah seemed to Val completely ’* idl," fresh from 
<(>miminitm wit’n tins new. shy. tlark liaircd young cotsm 
«>f in>^ Sla' !. rlf ' jollv wt'U.'* ti>»>. .so that it had Utu 
all the'moie llittmm: tliat she had let him lead her where 
he Would in liie lu!jg gaDofK of Kn hrnond Hark, tiiongh 
she knew them so inucli U tter than he did. las.lving back 
on il all. he w^s mvslitscd i>v‘ the barienness of his stK'cch ; 
he fell that iie < onld say *’ an aw ltd hn of fetching Hungs " 
if he liad but the rliame agiati. ami the thought that he 
must go ba< k to lattlehanipioii on the morrow, and to 
<)xf»rd (ai the tw<-lftli to that Uscslly exifin." 
wifhovd iJie taic.test • hanre of ^agaui, caused 

darkne-^ to Mdtle on iiis spirit even more cjunklynhan on 
the evening. He sliuuUi wnte to her, however, and slir 
had pn'rmse<l to answ''r. Perhatw, tmj, she wtaild come up 
(Jxk/rd t(> see hrr biother. That tli<ajght was like the 
first star, whuh CiOne out as he r<«ic into Padwick s livery 
-tables 111 the purlieus of SUtaiie Square. lie gut off and 
stretche<l himvlf luxunously, foi he iiul rulde* some 
twenty-five gemd miles. The Hartic v\itiun him rnmle Inni 
chatter for five inimites with young Patlwifk coiuernmg 
lie- favourite f«»r the i^irnbndgeshirc ; then with the 
Words, " Put the gee dow'n to my a< count," he walked 
aw.tv. .1 hide wide at tlie knees, aixl f]ij>} ing his Units 
with ills kiiiitty little cane " f ilon't feel a Ut mi.lined to 
go out," he thought " 1 wonder if inothiT will stand itz/, 

1 »r my last night ! " With " Uzz " and re- < -Ilection, he 
uiiki well piss <1 doinestn e\cr;mg 

When he came down, sp’tkle-.s alter Ins Ualh.lfie found 
ids mother strupidous lu a low' evening (In-vs, ar^l, to his 
annoyance. hi.^Lncie Srsiraes. Thev stopped talking w hen 
he came m ; then ids um le said : ♦ 

He'd^dter i>e t<*ld " * 

At those Words, w'hich meant w.mcthmg aU/ul his 
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father, of course, Val's first thought was of Holly. Was 
it anytliing beastly ? His motJier began speaking. 

" Your father,” she said in her fasliionable appointed 
voice, while her fingers plucked rather pitifuDy at sea- 
grCen brocade, ” your father, my dear boy, lias — is not at 
Newmarket ; heW on his way to South American He — 
he's left us.” 

Val looked from her to Soames. Left them 1 Was he 
sorry ? Was he fond of his father ? It seemed to him that 
he did not know. Then, suddenly — as at a whiff of 
gardenias and cigars — his heart twitched within him, and 
]»e urns sorry. One's fatlier belonged to one. could not go 
off 111 this fashion — it was not done I Nor had he always 
lieen the ” bounder ” of the Pandemonium promenade. 
There were precious memones of tailors' shops and horses, 
tips at school, and general lavish kindness, when in 
luck. 

” But why ? ” he said. Theij. as a sjiortsman Jiimself, 
was sorry he had asked. The ma.sk of his motlier’s face 
was all disturbed : and he Utrsl out : 

” .Ml nglit, Mother, don't tell me I Only, what does it 
mean ? 

“ A divorc^ySt Pm afraid.” 

Val lAterea a queer little grunt, and looked quickly 
at his uncle — that uncle whom he had been tauglir to 
look on as a guarantee against tlic consequences of liaving 
a fatlier. even against the Dartic blooil in his own veins 
The tUt»cheeked visage si*emed to wince, and this upset 
him. 

” It won’t be public, will it ? ” 

So viv idly U^fore him had come recollection of his own 
eye.s glued to the unsavoury dciaiis of many a divorce suit 
in the Public Press. 

C.an't it lie done quietly somehow ? It's so disgusting 
for — for mother, and~and eveiydMHiy.” 

” Kveiy'tliing will be done as quietly as it can, you may 
be sure.” 

*' Yes — but, why is it necessary at all ? MoUicr doesn't 
want to marry again.” 

Uimsefi, the girls, tiie name tarnished in the sight of his 
BchoolfcUows and of Crum, of tlie men at Oxford, -of — 
Hollv ! Ihibearable ! What was to be gained by it ? 

” t)o you, MoUier ? ” he sai^i sharply. 

Thus brought fiice to face wiUi so much of her own 
feeling by the one she loved best in the world, Winifred 
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rose from t)ie Itnipire eiuir in which she had ham sitting 
She stw th't her son wv>uld be against her nnle^s he was 
tnh! ev^•r^1ill^g ; and, yet, huw c<*uift she tell lutn ? Thn > 
sail phukini^ at the !:ra*n brtxade. she sUred at Sfume|^ 
Val, stared .it S Surei\ tins ernlxiKl intent oi 

res|W'Ctallihl V ar.d au' Mm>e pro|><rty C<5jld ind wish l<i 
hii.’g such a ',!:<r on hn. I'wn sifter ! 

N. vanes slowJy a htlh* inlaid r>a|)erknile over the 

smooth st.fja - <il ««. niar<pn*tenc table; then, viithoia 
luikinj^ al hi-> nepln-vv, he txgan . 

" V«»n <i >n’f ur.dc! ;Unti wnat vour mother h.ts had to 
put np wna theso twenty years I hisi*. onh* t!4e last ,s(rav\, 
Val ‘ And glamang up hidewa\*s at Wiiaired, he add(% 

" Sh.jii J teil ij!!J * " 

Ur:i:r'‘d was alf ut U In' were not told, he would tie 
uuaiiist iuT I N ct, -hoW' dreadful to t>e tohi sin Ji things of 
hes own f ith'^r ! ( 1 hun; her hjw, she inxlded. 

St^anies ;p kt* in a i.^pidyeven voice : 

He u.is alvi.jvs Ixen a bunlcn ri>und v*»ur rnoUici ^ 
Tietk Stie has paid lu> debt*, over aial over .tgain ; be 
has often been <l!U5'k, alnised and tiiTeatcned her , and 
now he is s; 'Cl- :•> liuuios /Xiies with a dancer '* And, as 
d doirus'r,.: < tin a< v of tnrse wvrS^tiSi the boy, he 

wer.t 0:1 ij";: klv ' * 

" lie toi k nr m >*.htn s [xarls to give to her.” 

V. d n rk d up hts h-oni. then. At tliat signal of di-strcs' 
WimJst tl » out . 

Till'. ‘h do hsoue. • stofi 1 " 

In the i'> V. toe Hailn-and the Forsyte, wefr* 'trnrglhii. 
.r delfts, fill .)i, <1 a, t f .le-huJaten nmvu'patir/; bni 
tie perils i< > ! Th, t v% s‘, i.»o niuth 1 And suddenly le 
!oniai UvA tihiVii'i's ’’ 'mI ojhee/an.v in*,. 

” !i" i.t .td i.tino', s,i V, uefeii'i J. 

K'fi:i ovrj ;; 'Oo 'I I'e'Tt > ,i himt ; wt* mu d .s» nlo' xs hi'l'^ 
lUf r- s L-a 

\ :;e. m- iio.d 

*’ ie.T - \.>u'ie ' '‘ver ;'i r to tT. 'e out that A, ui' 

th'- i" i ' < nloi’i!*' 

W. a'.od in-'i o:.t • 

'■ No lei, \ ,J M i,rj | Til ' t ' 1 W t ' I'ic ''V V^ U htfU' 
impio-ftra* \our t.it’e r n, ! ” And 1 1 ami*' c '!-bd#Soir«o 
wh.it a.- s'' e. •X .d t^-ok mit fir^oette. In. fairer had 
bou'dit hn^ t-s.* ’.'jn f.urvoigje. • <>'?! n v., nnUr.o’Alse 

— pisl as iu‘ w.is 5^ s;-.^ .jp I,, Oxtoni 1 

' (.an't nv tie i \h: praovie*! witfeiut > ” he sud. " i 
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could look after her. It could always be done later if it 
was really necessary/' 

A smile played for a moment round Soames' lips, and 
Ijpcame bitter. 

You don't knfjw what you're talking of ; nothing's 
so fatal as dela^ in such matters/' ^ 

" Why ? " ■ 

“ 1 tell you, boy, nothing’s so fatal. . I know from 
experience.” 

llih voice had the ring of exasperation. Vjil regarded 
him round-eyed, never having known hisr uncle express 
any sort of feeling. Oh ! Yes— he remembered now - 
tlilre had been an Aunt Irene, ^^id something had hap 
pened— soinetihng which people kept dark ; he ii.ul 
heard Ins father once use an unmentionable word of licr. 

” I don't want to speak ill of your father," Soames went 
on doggedly, " but I know liim well enoiigli to be sure that 
he’ll be back on your mothcr'% hands before a year's over 
You can imagine wliat that will mean to her and to all of 
yon after tliis. The only thittg is U> cut the knot for good." 

In spite of himself, Val w’as impressed ; and, liapjHJning 
to look at his mother's face, lie got what w’as perhaps his 
first re^U insi^fTmto the fact that Ids own feelings were 
not what mattered most. 

” All right, mother,” he said ; ” we’ll back you up. 
Only I’d like to know when it'll be. It’s my first term, 
you know. 1 don’t w'ani to be up there when it comes o0." 

” Oh 1 ray dear lx)y.” murmured Winifred, ” it is a bore 
for you.” So, by habit, she jdinised wdiat, from the 
expre^ion of her face, was the most poignant regret. 
” When will it be, S#amcs ? ” 

” Can’t tell — not for montks. Wc must get restitution 
Jirst.” 

” What the deuce is tliat ? ” thought Val. " What silly 
brutes lawyers are ! Not for ra<mth?, 1 I know one thing'; 
I'm not going to dine in ! ” And he said : 

” Awfully sorry, mother, I've got to go out to dinner 
now.” 

Though it was his last night. Winifred nodded almost 
gratefully ; they both felt they had gone quite far enough 
in the expression of feeling. • 

Val sought the misty freedom of Greeiit Street, reckless 
and depressed. And not till he readied Piccadily did he 
discover that he had only eighteen -pence. One couldn't 
dine off eighteen-pence, and he was very iiungry. He 
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looker! longingly at tl»r windows of tiie Isectim Club, wher<* 
he had often eaten of the best with his fatJier I Those 
pCifrls ! There was no getting over them ! IJut the more 
ho broi'ded and the farther he walked, the hiingncr Jic 
natunillv l^ecame, Sh<nt of trailing home, there, w’err oiTiy, 
two plftes where he could gi>— his grai>d lather S- ui Park' 
l^'ine, and Tminthys in the IkiVMvvitcr Htud. Whith wa^ 
the less rleplonible ^ At Ins grandfather's he w<udii pro* 
luhlv gel a letter dinner on the spur of tlu moment. 
At Timothy's they gave you a jolly gtxxl feed wlien they 
exj^cted y^m; not otherwise He decided on i*ark I Mane. 
v.t>t uninoveti by the th‘»ught that to go up to Oxford 
wiih-nii affording his grandlatiier a chance to tip him%'as 
badiv fair to either of them. His mother would hear he 
fiid Iv'cn there of rours<*. and might think it funny; but 
he ffuddn'l iielp tint He rang the tielh 

“ H.dl >, VVannsv*ii. any dinnei for me, d'you think ? 

Tie V re just going m, plaster Val Mr. Forsyte will lie 
verv i:! ol to see ^ou lie was saving at luiu h that he never 
s,iw \nu nowadays." • 

\‘al gnnned, 

" Uril, here 1 am, Kill the fatted cytf, Warmson, let'«» 
have li// " * , 

WairiiMiii snuletl hiintly -*in hi** opinnui Val was H young 
hndi 

" I will ask Mrs. lo»rsyte. Master Val,” 

" 1 siv." Val grumbled, faking oft his overcoat, ” I'm 
not at sihool any more, yi*u know.” 

Warnif^m, not witlu ut a stum* of ’ mour, opened the 
dcMir N vond tJie slag's horn lUit-stano. w'lth Uie w^*rd‘> . 

” Mr. S'alerus, ma'am " v 

” t onfoumi him ! ” thought Val. entering. 

A warm embnice, a " Well, Val ’ ' from Pnnlv, and a 
rather ijuavery " S<j there you are at hist ! ” fo m James, 
rotoreil his seiifuj of dntnity. 

" Why <hdn't you let us Know ^ There's only .saddle t4 
mutton. Champagne. Wamison,” ?>.»id J.imly And they 
went 111 . 

At the great dining*Uble, shfirlenod to its utmofit, 
under whicfi lio many fasiiionable legs had rr.siftl, james 
s.it a^onc erni, Hmilv at the other. Val lialf wav k»dwcen 
them . and s<«?nething of the lonehm*^^ uf hi> grand* 
parents, i^w that all their four diildrcn were flown, 
reiicaed the s spint " rlxjpc i .vliah kick the bucket 
long before I'm as old as grandfather,” he thought. ” Toor 
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old chap, he’s as thin as a rail ! ” And lowering liis voice 
while his grandfather and Warmson were in discussion 
about sugar in tlie soup, he said to Emily : 

” lt"s pretty brutal at home. Granny. I suppose you 
know.” 

” Yes, dear b(iy.” • 

” Uncle Soames was tliere when I left. I say, isn't tiiere 
anything to be done to prevent a divorce ? .Why is he so 
beastly keen on it ? ” 

” Husrfi, my dear ! ” murmured Emily ; ” we’re keeping 
it from your grandfather.” 

James’ voice sounded from the other end. 

^What’s that ? What are you bilking about ? ” 

” Al)out Val's college,” returned Kmily. “ Young 
Pariser was there, James ; you remember — he neiirly 
broke tlie Bank at Monte Carlo afterwards.” 

James muttered that he did not know — Val must Io<jk 
after himself up there, or he'd get into bad w'ays. And lu; 
looked at his grandson with gloom, out of whicli afJet'tion 
distrustfully glimmered. « 

” What I'm afraid of,” s*iid \^al to his plate, ” is of bc^ing 
hard up, fou know.” 

By instincyit^ncw that the weak spot in tliat f'ld 
mmi wtls fear of iiihecunly for his grandchildren. 

” Well,” said James, and tlie soup in his spoon dribbled 
over, ” y<m'll have a gcKXl allowance ; but you must 
keep withm it.” 

Of lonrse.” murmured Val; ” if it is good. How 
nuicli Will u Iw, g idn‘iher ? ” 

” Three huiulreu .ind fifty ; it's tcM) mudi. 1 ii.ui n .v*. 
ttJ nutiiing at your age.” 

Val Mgii(*d. He liad hojxxl for four, and Ix'cn afraid oi 
three. ” 1 don't know what your young ciaisin inis/’ said 
Tones ; ” he’s up there. Ilis tatiier’.s a ncii man.” 

" Aren't vou r “ .n.krd Val Jumlily. 

" 1 'f " n- Plied J, tines, fluttered. ” Tve got so maiiv 
ox|\.Mises. N our father ” and he was silent. 

*' CouMu j. Ivon's got an awtullv jolly pi ;ee. 1 wxnt 
<low’n tlictv wniii I'lule Sc'ume.s — np]>ing .stables." 

" All I ” inumiureil J.imcs profoundly. " Tii. i hensas- 
1 knewchow ji wa-uKi U* ! ” And he lapsed iiuo gl 
meditation ovir liis ti>h bones. His svju s tragt vty. and 
the deep eleavage u had c*i^u.scd in tiie Fon-yti iamily. 
iuid still tJie pu\\< r to ilraw him down into a wnirhxK.'! of 
doubt and misgivings, Val, who hankered to talk of Kobin 



IN CHANCERY 119 

Hill, because Robin Hill meant Holly, turned to Emily 
and s.iid ; 

" Wo* that house built (or I’ncle Soames ? “ And. 
her no<i. went on : '* 1 wish you’d tfU me abtmt 
liirti. trCiiuiy. What l>t‘(ame »d Aunt Irene ? b slie siSl 
goini: ■'•lie seems awfully woTk*‘d up obnit stunethinK 

I riuiy Uid .her hnger on her hyw. but tluf word Ifcne 
» jwi:ht ear. 

'■ What’s that ? " hr xud. staying a pitH:** of mutton 
df'-r to his hps. " Who's lH*en st‘eing her ? I knew we 
t hfMfd !hr last of ti;at 

'* .Nt>w, janu'.," s.ud Lnulv, “cat your dinner. Ro- 
ts ■«lv's 1, >'<'!» smug anyU)dv.“ 
j.rncs pl.t down hi-. f“*ik. 

riurr vi’u ' he said ** I might die licfore you'd 
trli me ot it Is S anic*^ g« mug a divorcee ? ' 

' N. aisrn^'\ Knul^’ with inruinparable aplomb: 

“ S'i.tJiics unn h ttv) seusiblr *' 

ja’n- '- ).id sought his ov-n Ihout, gathenng the long 
wiatr win krrs togethrr on the skin and Ixuie oi it 
'■ Snr -;>ne w,u> alwav''--- ' he iuid ^itii that 
cnir'natu mnaik the conversion WanxiHcm 

had returned luit l.ilcr, when the saddle of nuitttiii had 
E ' .i MKe«*edi‘fl by swe<i, s.iv<mrv, and drsv.ert, and Val 
liid :Meiv"d a cheque h r twenty fxjimds .iud his giand- 
latlrr’s ki .s like no other kiss in the world, from hps 
pu-’. ed out with a sort of fearful sinhlrnnci^s, as if yulding 
to Wfuknesh — he returned to the charge m the luuJ. 

" Tell US abiut Uncle Soames, (iraimy. Why is*h« so 
keen on m<.ther's getting a divorce ^ “ 

“ Vmir Uncle S.^ames. " said Eindy, and her voius had 
m it an exriggeralfd assurance, “is a lawyer, my dcar^ 
Un*. He's sure to know l>c 2 »t.'' 

Is he ? " muttered Val. “ Hut wliat thd lxsr.f>mc of 
Au'.t Irene ? 1 rernemlier die wits jolly grx^l kRiking/* 

' Sht^-er s;ud Himly, “ bcliavccl very liadly. We 
don t talk <ibout lU" 

“ Well. 1 don't want cveryUidy at Oxford to know aliout 
our a«.ars.“ ejaculated Val ; '’it's a briitii ideA Why 
couldn't faliicr be prevented wiiliout its bciuff made 
public ? *' f 

Lmdy ^ghed. She had always "lived rather in ao 
atirufsphcre ()f divorce, oiling to her fashionable pro- 
divitiesr— 60 many of those whose kgs had been under licr 
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table having gained a certain notoriety. When, however, 
it touched her own family, she liked it no better than other 
people. But she was eminently practic^, and a woman of 
courage, who never pursued a shadow in preference to its 
substiince. 

*' Your mother," she said, " will be happier*^if she's 
quite free, Val. Good-night, my dear boy ; and don't 
wear loud waistcoats up at Oxford, they’re, not the thing 
just now. Here’s a little present," 

With another five pounds in his hand, and a little 
warmth in his heart, for he was fond of his grandmother, 
he went out into Park Lane. A wind had cleared the mist, 
th# autumn leaves were rustling, and the stars were 
shining. With all that money in his pocket an impulse to 
" see life " Ixjset him ; but he had not gone forty yards 
in the direction of Piccadilly when Holly's shy face and 
her eyes, with an imp dancing in their gravity, came up 
before him, and his hand sefmed to be tingling again 
from the pressure of her vrarmed gloved hand. " No, 
dash it I " he Ihoiight, " I'ai going home I " 


4 


• CHAPTER X 

SOAMES ENTERTAINS THE FUTURE 

It was full late for the river, but the weatlier was lovely, 
and summer lingered below the yellowing leaves. Soames 
took dianv lo^iks at the day from his riverside garden near 
iliipledurham tliut Sunday moniing. With liis own hands 
he put llowcrs alK)ut his little liouse-boat, and equipjjed 
.the punt, in which, after lunch, he proposed to take them 
on the river. Placing those Chinese -looking cushions, he 
could not tell wdiether or no he wislied to take Annette 
alone. She was so ver>’ pretty — could he trust himself 
not to say irrcvficablc words, passing beyond tlie limits 
of discretion ? Roses on the vemnda were still in bloom, 
and the hedges evergreen, so that there w;is almost nothing 
of mid<.le-agi‘d autumn to chill the mood ; yet was he 
nervoui, fidgety, strangely distrustful of his powers to 
steer just the right course. This visit liad been planned 
to produce in Annette and l^er mother a due his 

{possessions, so that they sliould be ready to receive with 
respect any overture he might Uter be disposed to make. 
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He dressed with (freat cate, making Mmself neither ^ 
young nor too old, ver>' thankful tiiat his hair was soil 
thick and smooth and had no my in it. Three times he 
wont up to his picture-waller)’. U they had any knowledw 
at aU. thoy mu.sl see at once tliat his collection alone ws£S 
w.>rth at least thirty thousand ptninds. He minutely 
inspected, too, the pretty bcdrtxmi overlooking tlie river 
where they wi^ult! take of! their hats. It would be her 
bedr^tom il- -if the nutter wxnt through, and she beciime 
Ins wife, (hung up to the dressing-table he pa.ssed his 
hand over tlic lilac -coloured pin-cushion, into which were 
‘.unk all kituln of pins; a Unvl of potpouni exhaled a 
ent tii it made his head turn just a httlc. His wiA ! 
I: oniv the whole thing could be settled out of hand, and 
there was not the nightmare of tins divorce to be gone 
through tirst : and with puckered on his forehead. 

. <• looked out at the river shining beyond the roses and 
tae lawn. M.idanie Kain^ttc would never resist this 
p.'i'.sjuvt for her child ; Annette would never resist her 
mother! If only he were frea?! He drove to the station 
to meet them. VVhat a ta.sic Frenchwomen had I Madame 
was in black with towche.s of lilac colour? Annette 
in greyish lilac linen, with cream-c^ loui^di gloves and iiat. 
Rather pale she If'nkvd and Lundony ; and her bli/te eyes 
were demure. Waiting for them to cvime down to lunch, 
Soames stood m the open i rench window of the dining- 
loom moved by that sen.suous delight in sunshine and 
liowers and trees winch only came to the full when youth 
,ind beauty were there to share it wnh one. He had 
t rdered the lunch with intense consideration ; the*wine 
was a very special Sauterne, the whole app(»intnient8 of 
the meal perfect, tlie coffee served on the veranda super- 
excellent Madame I-amotte accepted erfeme de inenthc . 
Annette refused Her manners were charming, with just 
a suspK'ion of " tlie conscious beauty ” creeping into them 
" Yes. ' thc’ght Soames, "another year of London and 
that sort of life, and she 11 spoiled," 

^Lldalne was in sedate French raptures. " Adorable ! 
Le soleil est si bon ! How everything is chic, is it not 
Annette ? Monsieur is a real Monte Cristo." /innette 
murinared assent, with a lcx>k up at Soames wllich he 
could not read. .He proposed a turn on the nver. But to 
punt two ^rsons with one of them ^>oking so ravishing 
on those CSnnese cushions w&s merely to .suffer from a 
sense of lost opportunity ; so they went but a short way 
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towards Pangboume, drifting slowly back, with ever> 
now and then an autumn leaf dropping on Annette or or 
her mother's black amplitude. And Soames was no1 
Imppy, worried by the thought : “ How — ^when — where— 
dan 1 say — what ? " They did not yet even know that he waj 
married. To teV them he was married might j^)pardis< 
hi.s every chance ; yet. if he did not definitely make their 
understand that he wished for Annette's hand, it would 
be dropping into some other clutch before he was free tc 
claim it. 

At tea, w'hich they both took with lcmoi>, Soames spoke 
of the Transvna). 

' There'll Ik* war," he said. 

Madame Lamolte lamented. 

C$s pauvres gens Vergers / Could tlicy not be left tc 
themselves ? 

Soanics smiled— the question seemed to him absurd. 

Surely as a woman of busiiyss .she understood tJiat the 
Bntish eoiild not abandon their legitimate commercial 
interests. < 

“ Ah I that I " But Madame l^arnotte found that the 
ICnghsh Were a little hypocrite. They were hilking of 
justice and the Uiflaiulers, not of business. Monsieur was 
the fir^t who had i,i>oken tt) her of that." 

" The Boers are only half -civilised," remarked Soames, 
" they st;ind in the way of progress. It will never do to 
1ft our siucKuntv go." 

" W hat docs that mean to say ? Suzenunty ! What a 
strange word ! " S<»ames beaiine el(U|ucnt, roused by 
these threats to Uie prmciplc of possession, and stimulated 
by Annette’s eyes iixed on him. He was delighted when 
presently slie said : 

" 1 think Monsieur is right. They should be taught a 
lesson." She was sensible I ' 

" Of course," he said, " wc must act with moderation. 
I'm no jingo. We must be firm witliout bullying. WHll 
you come up and see my pictures ? " Moving from one 
to another of these treasures, he soon perceived tlrnt they 
knew nothing. They passed his last Mauve, that re- 
markable study of a " Hay-cart going Home." as if it 
were a litiiograph. He waited almi^ with awe to see how 
they would view tlie jewel of his colleciion — an Israels 
whose price he had watclied ascending till he was now 
almost certain it had readied top value, ana would be 
better on the market again. They did not view it all. 
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ThU was a shock : a«d y«t to have in Annciic a virgin 
tiste to i< trm watild be better tiian to have the fallv, haif- 
baked prtihltrtu »iij{ of the En^iush midillt to lieai 
vpitiu At tile end of the gaJlerv* wils a Mei.ssonicr of Mhu'^ 
he was rather asharned — Nletsstinier wms so steaddy going 
down. ^f'l<I,lme Lam-iite vt^ pped heforc^t. 

Mej .<.t>nier I Aii ! W'hat a jew'd ) “ Si.one'i tmk 
advant^ige \,t . tiiai nu^ment. Very genilv tonehing 
Annette s ann, he Mid : 

lievv (io *vr*u hke inv place, Annette ? 

Siie did n.a viirink. <iid not ropoiid ; she hx>ked at 
iiioi f'd!, 1 n down, atul munmireil : 

V>ij.» ’annid in t IiKe it ' It is so In^autiful ! ’* * 

Pt rh.'ips vonie djv " iv>aines Mid, and stoppe<f. 

S» pre^t V 'Ij^' h s. ! self pt'sse*>f*ed she Iflgldt'n.etl liilU. 

Those <. *rntlovi'‘j blue evrs. tin* pirn ot tuat acarnv neck, 
Ik f dell' ate » nr v »•;»- was a standing tetiipt*aion lu 
imhs* retioii I No! N<> ! k)ne must l>e sure o( one's 
grounil-- tnurh onvr ! “ It 1 hv»ld o<i/‘ he tluaight. *' it 
wdl I intahre her ’ And he*tfo}^f*cHl r>ver to Madame 
L;im< tte, who aa. hIxU in front of the Mcis'^inie^ 

'* V<*s tiwt's <(uite a is/od ex«inif'ie hi-s lat»*r wotk. 
Von must come again. Madame^ ami see them hgiited tif) 
\uu must }*-)th <.oiiie ami spi^id a night." * 

Em Ina. n t, w.add it not U* h'\i'jtitul t() .see them 
lighted ' lUc inoojdighl t«K», Ihe river must be ravishing ! 
An -retie niunnuud . 

" d o u art st iromeiiul, Manutn ! ’ 

S'r»!if:ie! t.d I iHat bla(k r^-iard, cornety. substantud 
I'Vem ii\>.,njan the wnijd ! And auddenly he a'ltiun 
as he (o-j .i hf* there was no Mmlinienl in either of 
ihcni, tne tx'tter. Of wiial usi' sentiment •' And 

v't — : 

lie df 'Ve to the stall'll with them, and iv-jw them 
tire tr r ’i*o tiie lightened of his iiand it ‘-eemed 

ihai Annef te'i, nmmrs respianlefl just a hitn-. , her face 
-rmiMl at hnn tiir. <ngh iIj*’ dark 

He V. s'nt h.e k tJu* c.arnigfT. Ptoj dm.: ‘ (i. t oj; hcimc, 
Jord,ii\' iie sofi to the c »-i« nm.i:; ; " 1 il .^,dk ' /Vnd 
lie str' iie out tne tiarkenu.g ian**#-. < i .u-ai .»|d the 
desire ftl poS'n -n pi.iMm: sr»* ■.. w within iarr; w' Han 
smr. m >)■ .rur ! * H .vt notify s/ie ha»l ..as To know 
whisi was n'kiu'T nur.d ! The Lp*n( h *tne wer*' hkt cats 
— <ine f' nJd tci! rioihn.g ! iTut—now prettv ! Wiwtt a 
perfect young thing to iuad in oi.eT amus ! Wiiat a mother 
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for his heir ! And he thought, with a smile, of his family 
and their surprise at a French wife, and their curiosity, 
and of the way he would play with it and buffet it— 
fonfound them ! Tlie poplars sighed in the darkness ; an 
owl hooted. Shadows deepened in the water *' 1 will and 
must be free.'t he thought. “ I won't hang i;bout any 
longer. I'll go and see Irene. If you want things done, do 
them yourself. I must live again — live and move and have 
my being." And in echo to that queer biblicality churdi- 
bells chimed the call to evening prayer. 


CHAPTER XI 

AND VISITS THE PAST 

On a Tuesday evening after dining at his club Soames set 
out to do wliat required more courage and perhap.s less 
delicacy than anything he^ad yt;t undertaken in his life — 
save perhaps his birtli, and one other ciction. He chose 
the evening, indeed, partly because Irene was more likely 
to be in, but mainly l)ecaiise he had failed to find sufficient 
resolution by daylight, had needed wine to give him extra 
daring. 

He left his hansom on tlic Emtwinkment, and walked 
up to the Old (.hurch, uncertain of the block of flats w here 
he knew she lived. He found it hiding behind a much 
larger mansion ; and having read the name, " Mrs. Irene 
Hcrbn " — Heron, fonsooth 1 Her maiden name ; so she 
used that again, did slie ? — he stepped kick into the road 
to lcK>k up at the windows of the first floor. Light was 
coining through in the comer flat, and he could hear a 
piano oeing played. He had never had a love of music, 
had secretly borne it a grudge in tlie old days when so 
often she had turned to her piano, making of it a refuge 
place into which she knew' he could not enter. Repulse I 
The long repulse, at first restrained and secret, at last 
open 1 Bitter memory came with tliat sound. It must 
be shf playing, and thus almost assured of seeing her. he 
stooctfmore undecided than ever. Shivers of anticipation 
ran through liim ; his tongue felt dry, liis heart beat fast. 
" I have no cause* to be ^fraid," he thougl^. And then 
the lawyer stirred witliin him. Was he domg a foolish 
thing ? Ought he not to have arranged a formal meeting 
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in the preseticc of her trustee ? No 1 Not before that fellow 
jolvon, who sympathised with her I Never ! He crossed 
twek into the doorway, and, slowly, to keep down tlie 
ixratinp of his heart, mountetl the single flight of stairs wd 
rang bell. WJjcn the dtiKir wjis opened to him his 
sensations were regulated by the scent which prnc — that 
perhmie—frcim away back in the pa^t, bringing miitlied 
remembrance.; fragrance of a drawing'ri>orn he used to 
enter, of a house he used to own — perfume of dried mse* 
leaves and honey ! 

' Say. Mr. Forsyte, ’ he s^iid, your mistress will set.‘ 
niv, 1 kintw.*’ He had tlauight this out ; slie would t]|j^nk 
It Jolyon ! 

Wlien the maid was gone and he was alone in the tiny 
haJl. where the light was dim from one inniily -shaded 
s..oiic»*, and walls, carpet, everylliing wiis silveiy; making 
the walled -in space all ghi»stlv. he c<udd only tliink 
ruin nt'Urly : ” Shall I goto with my t»verc<>at on, or take 
It id! ' ' The ceased; the maid s;ud from the 

do<»n\av ♦ 

“ Wdl you walk in, '.ir ? ” _ 

Siumes walked in. He noted mechanically tuat all was 
still silvery, and that the upright piano was of satinwofKl. 
She had risen and sto«al recoiled against it ; her fiand, 
pKued on the keys as if groping for support, had struck a 
sudden lUscord, held for a moment and released. The 
light from tlie shaded piano-candle fell on her neck, leaving 
her face rather m shadow. She was in a black evening 
drcs>, with a sort of mantilla over her shouitler.s - lie did 
not retiu’inlxir ever having seen her in bl.u k, aAd the 
thought passed through him ; ” She dresses even when 
.sljc’s alone.*' 

" Von ! " he heard her whispi-r. 

iiiiiy times S)ame^ Jiad rehe.ir^ed tliis sc<*ne in fancy. 
Keheai'sal .served him not at all. He samply coukl not 
s}>eak. He had never tliought that the sight of this woman 
whom he had once so passionately de-sired. so completely 
owned, and \ih<jm he had not i»cen for twelve years, could 
affect liim in this way. He had imagined himself speaking 
and acting, half a.s man of business^ half as judge. Ami now 
It w;i^ as if lie were in the presence not of a merJ woman 
and cmng w'if«, but of some force, public and elusive as 
atmosphci^* itself within hgn and outside. A kind of 
defensive irony welled up in him. 

'* Yes, it’s a queer visit ! I hojx: you're well ” 
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Thank you. Will you sit do™ ? ” 

She iiad moved away from the piano, and gone over 
to a trindow-seat, sinking on to it, with her hands clasped 
in^^her lap. Light fell on her tliere, so that Soames could 
see her face, eyes, hair, strangely as he remembcr<jfl them, 
strangely beautifel. 

He sat down on the edge of a satinwood chair, up- 
holstered with silver-coloured stuff, close to. where he was 
standing. 

“ You have not changed," he said. 

" No ? What have you come lor ? ’* 

"To discuss tilings." 

liave heard wliat you want from your cousin." 

" Well " 

" I am willing. I have always been." 

The .sound of licr voice, reserved and close, the sight of 
her figure watchfully poised, defensive, was lielping him 
now. A thousand memories cif her, ever on the watch 
against him, stirred, and he said bitterly : 

" PerJiaps you will be gefcd enough, ilien, to give me 
infonnatii^ on which I can act. The law must be complied 
with." ^ 

" I have none to give you that you don't know of." 

"Twelve years! Do you suppose 1 can bc‘licve 
that ? " 

" I don't suppose you will believe anything I say ; but 
it’s the trulli." 

Sojiines look<‘d at her hard. He had said that she had 
not changed ; now he j^erccived that she had. Not in 
face, exc<‘pt that it was mure l>eautilui ; not in form, 
except that it wcis a little fuller — no ! She had changed 
.*;pirituallv. 'I'liere was nnae of her, as it were, sonietliing 
of a<tivity aiul <l.tring, where tliere had ix:en slicer passive 
resistance. " Ah ! '' he thought, " iiiat's her independent 
income ! (.'ontoiuul rude Jolvon I " 

" 1 suppose you're comfortably oft now ? " he i-vUcl. 

" Tliank yoiii yes." 

" Why didn't y<>u let me pr.nado for you ? 1 w'ould 
have, in spile ot ever> thing." 

A iaiiit .smile came on her hps ; but she did not answer. 

" Vuil arc still iny wife," s^ad Soames. Why hf siiid 
that, what lie meant py U, he knew neithcnwlicn he spoke 
nor after, li wiis a ‘truism j^luufst prepiwteo v*'. but its 
etteci was starling. Siie rose fiuin Uie window-seat, and 
stood for a moment ^lerfci ily still, looking at him. He 



IN CHANCERY 127 

could nee her bosom heaving. Then she tamed to the 
window and threw it open. 

* Whv do thiit ? ** he said sharply. “ You'll catch cold 
in that dress. I'm not dangerous.'^ And he uttered a littl# 
K.d iauglii 

Siic echoed it — faintly, bitterly. ^ 

' It was— habit.” 

' K.ither txid* habit,” said Soamcs as bitterly. ” Shut 
the viiidow ! ' 

>lie shut It and sat ilown again. She had developed 
T wc-r, woiTun — this - wife of his 1 He felt it i.s.suitig 

iroin h<'r as >at there, in a sort of armour. And aimegf 
I’Monsnouhly he rose and moved nearer; he w'anted 
%( see the expres^iun on her face. Her eves met his un- 
t’lr.rinnc. licavens ! hou rlsar they were, and what a 
d.^yk l>ii»wn ag.iinsi that uhite skin, and that biirnt-iunber 
hair ! .\nd h^ w white her shoulders I bunny sensation 
this ‘ He ought to hate her.^ 

You had better tell me.” he iwid ; ” u'.s to your 
adxunt.iKe to l>e Ircc as well awS*to mme. That old matter 
Is old ” t 

*■ I hdif ti'ld von,” • 

” I><« you mean to tell me tlicre has been notliing — 
nob>‘dv ^ ” 

' NulwKiv You must go to your own life.” 

."'Uing hv that retort, Soames movctl towards the piano 
.tnil ba< k to the hearth, to and fro, as he had been wont 
I'i the old days in their drawing-r(x>m when his feelings 
wt‘»f t'lo nnu li for him. , 

“ That won’t do,” he said. ” You deserted me. In 

ci'ieition jusucc it's for yon *’ 

lie iuiVf her shrug those w'hitc shoulders, heard her 
murmur : 

" Yes Why didn't you divorce me then ? Should I 
li.ive cared ? ” 

He .stopped, and looked at her intently with a sort of 
curiosity, What on earth did she do with Jiersclf, if she 
p‘.iily lived mhte alone ? And why had he not divorced 
her > The old feeling tliat she had never understood him, 
nevfT done him ju-sticc, bit him ^Tiilc he smred at fler. 

” why couldn't you have made me a gcxxl wife? ” he 
said " • • 

” Yes ; it^as a crime to marry you. I have paid for it 
You wull find some way perhaps. You ne<idn’t mind my 
name, 1 have none to lose. Now' 1 think you had better go.” 
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A sense of defeat— of being defrauded of Ins self- 
)iistilication, and of something else beyond power of 
explanation to himself, beset Soames like the breath of a 
Cold fog. Mechanically he reached up, took from the 
mantel-shelf a little china bowl, reversed it, antj said : 

“ Lowestoft ^Where did you get this ? I bought its 
fellow at lobson’s.'* And, visited by the sudden meniory 
of how, those many years ago, he and she had bought 
china together, he remained staring at the little bowl, as 
if it contained all the past. Her voice roused him, 

" Take it. 1 don't want it." 
f Soames put it back on the shelf. 

" Will you shake hands ? ’’ he said. 

A faint smile curved her lips. She held out her hand 
It was cold to his rather feverish touch. " Siie's made of 
icc," he thought — " she was alw^ays made of ice ! " Bui 
even as that thought darted through him, his senses were 
assailed by the perfume of dress and body, as thimgh 
the warmth within her, which had never been lor liim 
wore struggling to show ifis presence. And he turned on 
his heeU He walked out and aw^ay, as if some one with a 
whip were after lym, not even looking for a cab, glad of 
the <jmpty Embjtnkraent and the cold river, and Uic 
1 luck-strewn shadows of the plane-tree leaves — confused, 
flurried, sore at heart, and vaguely disturbed, as though 
he had made some deep mistake whose consef|ueuccs lu 
could not foreset*. Ami the fantastic thought suddenly 
assailed him ; if instead of, " I think you had belter go, " 
she Jiad said, " I think you had better stay I " What 
sliould he have felt, what would he iuivc done ? That 
cursed attraction of her was there for him even now. aftt r 
all these years of estrangement and bitter thoughts. It 
wiis there* ready to mount to his head at a sign, a touch 
" I was a fool to go ! " he muttered. " I've advanced 

nothing. Who could imagine ? 1 never thought 1 

Memory, flown back to the first years of his marriage, 
played him torturing tricks She had not deserved to 
keep her lieauty — the lK*auty he had owned and known .so 
well. And a kind of bitterness at the tenacity of his own 
adniii*ition welled up in him. Most men would have hated 
the sij;ht of her. as she had deserved. She had spoiled liis 
life, wounded his pride to death, defrauded him of a son 
And yet tlic mere sight of her, cold and resisting as ever, 
had this jxiwer to upset him utterly ! it was some damned 
magneti.Mii .she had ! And no wonder if, as she asserted. 
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she had lived uotouchwi these last twelve years So 
Fk^sinnev — cursed lx? his memory* ! — had lived on all tliis 
time witii her ! Soanies could not tell whether he was glad 
of that knowkd^^c or n(\ • 

Nearifjg his Club at last he stopped to buy a papt?r. A 
licadUnc ran : " l^x?rs reported to repudfite suzerainty I 
“ Suzerainty ! Just like licr ! l^lhpught : “ sJie idwa\T> 
did. Suzerainty! I 
awfully lonely in Itj^fTtwctclied lit 


/ 


i^Jshe must be 




I rilAITER XII 

%S FORSYIK CHANGE 


Soames Ix'louned e lulls. “ The Connoisseurs,*' 

wIikIj lit' put un his seldom visited, and “ Tlu? 

Itcmove," which ho did noCpnt on hb cards and fre- 
quented lit? liad joined this ijU*ral insiituhon live y(*ars 
ago, having made sure that its inonilxTs were mnv neurlv 
all sound (.onsoiA'ativcs in Jieart and ptnket, if not in 
principle Uikie Nichol.is luul pul lum up. The fine 
reading-room was d<'t<'rated iu the Adam style. 

On entering that evening he glaneed at the tape for 
any news about the Transvaal, and noted that ( onsols 
were down sevcn-sixlcenths since the morning. He was 
tuniing away to seek the .cading-nH)ni when a voice 
belnnd him said : • 

■' Well, Scames, that went off all right.” 

It was l.’iuie Xu holas. in a frock-coat and his speti.il 
cut-away collar, witli a blu k tic passetl through a ring. 
Heavens! How' young and dapjxsr he krt»kcd at ciglity- 
two ! 

” I think Kr’ger'd have been pleased,” his uncle went on. 
” The thing was very w’ell done, lilac k( v s ^ I 'll make 
a note of tliem. liuxion's done me no gr>^rfl. TIjcm* 
are «j>scitmg me — tliat fellow Chaniljerlun's driving the 
country into war. W luit do you tlnnk ? ” 

” Lkjund to come,” murmuietl Soames. I 

Nicholas pressed his liand over Ids tfun, ckarf' shaven 
che<?ks, very rAsv after his summers cure ; a slight pout 
fiad gathefed on his lips. TJifc business had revived all hi8 
Liberal principles. 

” 1 mistrust that chap ; he’s a stormy petrel. 

P c 
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property will go down if there’s war. You'll have trouble 
with Roger's estate. I often told him he ought to get out 
of some of his houses. He was an opinionated beggar." 

TJiere was a pair of you 1 " thought Soames. But he 
never argued with an uncle, in that way preservftig their 
opinion of him ^ " a long-headed chap," and the legal 
care of their property. 

" They tell me at Timothy's," said Nicholas, lowering 
his voice, " that Dartie has gone off at last That'll be 
a relief to your father. He was a rotten egg." 

Again Sdatoes nodded. If there was a subject on which 
th# Forsytes really agreed, it was the character of 
Montague Dartie. 

" You take care." said Nicholas, " or he'll turn up again. 
Winifred had better have the tooth out, 1 should say. 
No use preserving what’s gone bad." 

Soames looked at him sideways. His nerves, exacerbated 
by the interview he had just come through, disposed him 
to see a personal allusion ii\ those words. 

" I'm advising her," he said shortly. 

" Well,* said Nicholas, " the brougham’s waiting ; I 
must get home. I'lft very poorly. Remember me to your 
father.* 

And having thus reconsecrated the ties of blood, he 
pa.sscd down the ^Jteps at his youthful gait and was wrapped 
into his fur coat by the junior porter, 

*' I’ve never known uncle Nicholas other than * very 
pcH^rly,' " mused Soames, " or seen him look older than 
overljsting. Wlut a family ! judging by him, I've got 
tliirty-eight years of health before me. Well. I'm not 
going to waste them." And going over to a mirror he 
stood looking at his face. Except for a line or two, and 
three or four grey hairs in his little dark moustache, had 
he aged any mure than Irene ? The prime of life — he and 
she in the verj' prime of life ! And a fantastic thought shot 
into his mind Absurd 1 Idiotic ! But again it came. And 
genuinely alarmed by tlie recurrence, as one is by tlie 
second fit of shivering wiiich presages a feverish cold, he 
sat down on tlie weighing machine. Eleven stone ! He 
liad no{ varied two }»oun^s in twenty years. What age 
was she ? Nearly thirty-seven — not too *old to have a 
child — not at all ! Thirty-seven on the ninth of next 
month. He remem tiered her birthday well — ^he Had always 
observed it religiously, even tliat List birthday so soon 
before she left him, when he was almost certain she was 
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iaithless. Four birthdays in his house; He had lix^ked 
forward to them, because" his gifts had tncanl a semblance 
of gratitude, a certain attempt at warmth Kxcept. ind<‘ed 
that hiwt birthday-' which lud tempt chI lam to 
reliftioifs ! And he shied away m tit(»uf^];^t. Memory* heafis 
dead leaves on corpsc like deeds, fnan under wlmh they 
do but vagu^dy t;Hcnd the sense. Am! then he thought 
swddeulv ; " 1 could semi her a piescut lor her biythdav. 
After ail, we re Christians! CUjuldn't 1- couhln’t wt p»in 
up again ! " And he uttered a deep sigh Mtling tiirre. 
Annette! Ah! but Itetwoen him and Annette was llie 
need for tiiat wretthed diviut-c suit! And hoiv ^ • 

” A man can always work these tilings, if he'll take 
it on himself," J« lvon had »aiid. 

Ihil why shoulti lie take Uic sianda] on hinmdi with his 
whole (areer as a pillar of llie law at stike ’ It was not 
fair ! It was tpiixotic Twelve vcuis’ j-eparation in 
whu'li he had taken no steps to free hiniwll put t>ut of 
court the poNsiiaiiiv of ustntj her luudiut unh lC>siniiey 
as a grouml for divorcing her. Hv doing nothing to secure 
relief he iiad .i< quiesi ed, even if the evideiu'e^ oidd now* 
be gathered, which w'as more than dt^ubtful. Iksides. Ins 
own pnde wouUi never lc?i him use that old im.ident. he 
had suftered from it too much. No ! Nothing but fresh 
misconduct on her part -but she had denned it , ami ■ 
almost he had U‘!ieved her. Hung up ! 1 'tlerlv hung up t 

He ri»sc from the s(a»o|>ed-out red velvet scmI with a 
feeling of constriction about his vitals. He vc ould never 
sleep with this going on m him ! And. taking and 
hat again, he w(‘ni out, moving eastward. In Trafalgar 
Square he became aware of some sjHriial commotion 
travelling towards him out of the mouth of the Strand. 
It nutmahsed in newspaper men Citlhng out so iMudly 
tivat no words whatever could be heard. He stopjMsi to 
listen, and one camc^ bv. 

" PayiKT ! Spe< lal ! lUmiatium by Kn»f»gf’r ! Declara- 
tion of war! ' Sfiamcs Ixmght the paper. There is was 
in the stop press ! Hi.s first thought was : " The li^K-rs are 
committing suicide." lus second: *' Is there anyiJiing still 
I ou||lit to wdl ? *' If so he hJll missed the chain)? ' there 
would certainly be a slump in the city toanoirou*. He 
swallowed this thought with a nAd of defiance. That 
ultimatuA wa.> insolent — sctiner than let it pass be was 
prepared to lose money. They wanted a ks.*«)n, and they 
would get it ; but it 'would take three months at least 
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to bring them to heel. There weren't the troops out 
there ; alwaj^ behind time, the Government ! Confound 
those newspaper nits ! What was the use of waking every- 
body up ? Breakfast to-morrow was quite soon enough. 
Ancf he thouglit wjth alarm of his father. They w(Jbld cry 
it down Park I-an5 Hailing a hansom, he got in and told 
the man to drive there. 

James and Emily had just gone up to bed and after 
communicating the news to Warmson, Soames prepared 
to follow. He paused by afterthought to say : 

*' What do you think of it, Warmson ? " 

Hic butler ceased passing a hat brush over the silk hat 
Soames had taken off, and inclining his face a little 
forward, said in a low voice : 

" Well, .sir, they 'aren't a chance, of course ; but I’m 
told they’re very good shots. I’ve got a son in the 
Inniskillings." 

“ '^'ou. vVamison ? Why, f didn’t know you were 
married." \ 

" No, sir. I don’t talk of it. 1 expect he'll be jroine 
out." • 

The slighter shock Soames had felt on discovering that 
he knew so little of one whom he thought he knew so well 
was lost in the sight of shock discovering that the war 
might touch one personally. Born in the year of the 
Crimean War, he had only come to consciousness by tlie 
time the Indian Mutiny was over ; since then tlie many 
little wars of the British Empire liad been entirely pni- 
fessioiwl, quite unconnected with the E'orsytes and all 
tliey stood for in the body politic. This war would surely 
be no exception. But his mind ran hastily over his family. 
Two of the Haymans, he had heard, were in some Yeo- 
manry or other — it had always been a pleasant thought, 
there was a certain distinction about the Yeomanry ; they 
wore, or used to wear, a blue uniform with silver about it, 
and rode horses. And Archibald, he remembered, had once 
on a time joined the Militia, but had given it up because 
hLs father, Nicholas, had made sucii a fuss about his 
" wasting his time |)eacocking about in a uniform." 
Recently he had heard soiftewhcre that young Nicholas' 
eldest, very young Nicholas, had becom^, a Volunteer. 
" No," thought doatnes, mounting the stairs slowly, 
" tliere's nothing in that I • 

He stood on the landing outside his parents* bed and 
dressing rooms, delxiting whetiicr or not to put his nose 
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in and say a reassuring word. Opening the landing 
Window, he listened. The rumble irtim I’iccadilly was all 
the s<?und he heard, and with the thought. “ H these motor 
cars increase, it'll atfect house property." he was about^ 
pass on iJ^ to the nn^ni always kept reatiy for him when he 
neard, distant as yet. tiic lioarse rusInnS call of a news* 
vendor. Tljere is was. and ctmiing piist tlic house I He 
kiKKked on his mother's d<x‘r and went in, 

lbs fatlier was silting up in lied, with his ears pricked 
under tJie white hair winch Emily kept so UMutitimy cut. 
He l'«>ke<l pink, and extr«iordinanly clean, in his setting 
of white sheet and pillow, out of which the {xaiits of Win 
high, thin, nightgowned shoulders crnergecl in sm.Ut [>caks, 
Hi.s eyes altiue. grey and diNtrustfuI under their withered 
lids, were moving from the window* to Emily, who in a 
wTitpwr w.Ls walking up and down. sque».‘/ing a rublx'r b.*Ul 
atlatheii to a scent bjttle. J*he r(«»m rceketl faintly oi the 
eau«le>('ol(fgne she was spraying. 

".All right ! ’’ »,wd Sainic.s, 1' it's not a fire. 'I‘he ik^ers 
have <lecl.ircd war — Uial'.s 

I'.inily .slopjMsi her spraying. • 

" Oil ! '' was all she said, and IcKiketkat James. 

Soiimes, too. looked at hi.s father. He was taking it 
differently from their ex|H*ctaiion, as if some thought, 
strange to them, were working in him. 

" H'm t " he muttered suddenly. " I shan’t live to sec 
the end of this." 

" Nonsense, Jiunes 1 It'll be over by Christmas," 

" W’lial do you know about it ? " James answered her 
witli asf>erity. " It's a pretty mes.s — at this time of night, 
♦fX) I " He lapsed into silence, and his wife and son, as if 
hypnotised, wailed for him to say : " I can't tell — I don’t 
know ; 1 knew how it wouhl be ! " But he did not. 'I’he 
grey eyes shifted, evidently seeing nothing in the r(»om ; 
tiicn movement occurred under the btrdclothes. and the 
knees were drawn up suddenly to a great height, 

" They ou^ht to send out ibdxrrts. It all conics from 
that fellow Ciladstone and his Majulxi " 

The two listeners noted something beyond the usual in 
his voice, sometlung of real an^ty. It was as if {ic liad 
said : " I shall^never see tlie old country iicaceful and 
safe again. I shall liavc to die before*! know she's won." 
And in spite of the feeling tHat James must not be • i- 
couraged to be fussy, they were touched. Sttames went op 
to the bedside and stroked liis fatlicr s hand which had 
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emerged from under the bedclothes, long and wrinkled 
with veins. 

Mark my words I said James, “ consols will go to 
fax. For all I know, Val may go and enlist.“ 

'‘jOh, come, James ! " cried Emily, you tMk as if 
there were danger.” 

Her comfortable voice seemed to soothe James for once. 

“ Well,’' he muttered, “ I told you how it would be, 
I don’t know. I'm sure — ^nobody tells me anything. Are 
you sleeping here, my boy ? ” 

The crisis w:is past, he would now compose himself to 
his normal degree of anxiety ; and, assuring hi.s father 
tliat he was sleeping in the house, Soames pressed ills 
hand, and went up to his room. 

The following afternoon witnessed the greatest crowd 
Timothy’s had known for many a year. On national 
occasions, such as this, it was, indeed, almost impossible 
to avoitl going there. Not that there was any danger ur 
rather only just enough tp make it necessary to assure 
each other that there was none. 

Nicholas was there early. He had seen Soames the night 
before — Soames had said it was bound to come. This old 
Kruger was in his dobige — why, he must be seventy-live 
if he was a day ! (Nicholas was cighty-two.) What had 
Timothy said 7 He liad had a lit alter Majuba. Those 
Boers were a grasping lot I The dark-haired Francie, who 
had arrived on his lieels, with the contradictious tou» ii 
which became the free spirit of a daughter of Roger, 
chined in : 

" Kettle and pot; Uncle Nicholas. What price the 
Uitlanders ? " W hat price, indeed I A new expression, 
and believed to lx? due to her brother George. 

Aunt Juley thought Kraiicic ought not to say such a 
tiling. Dear Mrs. MacAnder's boy, Charlie MacAnder, was 
one, and no one could call him grasping. At tliLS l^'rancie 
uUeretl one of her tnots, scandalising, and so frequently 
repeated ; 

“ W’eil. his father’s a Scotchman, and his motiier’s a 
cat.’’ 

Aufn Juley covered hee'cars, too late, but Aunt, Hester 
smiled ; as tor Nichohis, he pouted — atticism of which 
he was not the auUK)r was hardly to liis taste. Just then 
Marian Tweetynian arrived' fallowed almost immediately 
by young Nicnolas. In seeing his son, Nicholas rose. 

** Well. 1 must be going,’* he said. '* Nick here will tell 
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you what’ll win the race.” And with this hit at his eldest, 
who. iis a pillar of accountancy, and director of an in- 
surance Cimifianv. was no m<»re addicted to spirt than 1^ 
rather (*vcr he deputed. Dear Nicholas I Wlm 
r.tce was that ? Or was it only one of lii^ jokes ? He was 
a womlerful mail for his age! Ifow many lumps would 
d'Mr Manan take ? And how wert* Giles and Jesse Aunt 
Juicy supposed their ^'ecunanrv' would lx* very busy now, 
j^iiardiUR tJu; coast tlMugh of course the lUnts liad no 
hips Hut one never knew what the I Tench iTii| 4 )ii do if 
th*-v had the chance. esj>eei.illv since that dreadful 
h\i-'hodi scare, which had upset Timotliy so fernhlv thft 
hc' had nuide no investments for memths afterwards. It 
was tile iiipi vtit ude of tin* Hoers that w.is so dreadful, after 
evervihing Inal lx*cn d »ne for them — Dr. Jameson im- 
j»nsun<‘d. ar.d he was s«> nice. Mrs. Ma*:.\iid'T had always 
said And bir Aitred Milntif sent out to talk to them-- 
such a cleviT man ! She didn’t knotv what they wanted. 

Ihit at this moment occurred one of those vsenstitioim— 
soprenvu ■1 at riniothy's— *wluuh great occ^l^lons sometimes 
bring forth : * • 

" Mi.ss June l-'orsvte,'* » • 

Aurt^i Jiiley and Hester were on their feet at •once, 
treniMing froru smothered resentment, and old atlectJon 
biihhlmg up. and pride at the retuni of a prodigal June — 
aftt r all these year.s ! And how well she was looking ! Not 
c hanged at uli ! it was almost on their lips to add. *' Anc! 
how IS your d vir grandfather ? ” forgetiing in that giddy 
moment that pnir dear Julyon had been in liis grav4 for 
seven years mav, 

I*>er the most courageous and downnght of all Uie 
Forsytes, Jinie, witli her decided chin and her spirited 
eves riiul her haii like tiame. sat down, slight and short 
<ai a gilt chair with a IxMd -worked .seat, ha* all the world 
as if ten years had not elapsed .since she ImcI U^en t«^ see 
them — ten years of travel and independence and devotion 
tc' himc duck ' Those ducks of late had Uxn all dehniiely 
painters, etchers, or sculptors, so that her iiupalience with 
the Forsytes and their hopele-tj^y inartistit outlook Iu'kI 
liecom^ intense. Indeed, she fula almost ceas<‘d to lielicve 
tluit lier family existed, and looked round her now with a 
sort of challenging (.lirectne*^ wliicfl brmight exquisite 
discomfort to the roomful. Slie had not expected to meet 
any of tiiem but " tlie jxior old things ; *' and why she 
luid come to .see them she hardly knew , except tliat. while 
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im her way from Oxford Street to a studio in Latimer 
Road, she had suddenly remembered them with com- 
Dunction as two long-neglected old lame ducks. 

^’Aunt Juley broke the hush again. “ We've just been 
saying, dear, hc^ dreadful it is about these Boers ! And 
what an impudent thing of thaj: old Kriiger I " 

Impudent ! " said June. “ I think he's quite right. 
What business have we to meddle with them ? If he 
turned out all those wretched Uitlanders it would serve 
them right. They're only after money." 

The silence of sensation was broken by Francie saying : 

What ? Are you a pro-Boer ? " (undoubtedly the 
first use of that expression). 

*' Well ! Why can't we leave them alone ? " said June, 
just as, in tlie open doorway, the maid said : " Mr. 
Soames Phrsyte." Sensation on sensation 1 Greeting was 
almost held up by curiosityr to see how June and he 
would take this encounter, for it was shrewdly suspected, 
if not quite known, that tkey had not met since that* old 
and lamentable afiair of her fiance Bo.sinney with Soames’ 
wife. Tliey were seen to just touch each other's hands, 
and look each at \he other's left eye only. Aunt Juley 
came*at once to the rescue : 

" Dear June is so original. Fancy, Soames, she thinks 
the lioers are not to blame." 

" They only want their independence," said June ; 
" and wny shouldn’t they have it ? " 

" Because,’’ answered Soames, with his smile a little 
on 6ne side, " they happen to have agreed to our 
suzerainty." 

" Suzerainty ! " repeated June scornfully ; we 
shouldn’t like any one's suzcniinty over us." 

" They got advantages in payment," replied Soames ; 
•* a contract is a contract." 

" Contracts are not always just." flamed out June, 
" and when they’re not, they ought to be broken. The 
Boers are much the weaher. We could afiord to be 
generous." 

Soames sniffed. " That’s mere sentiment," he said. 

Auni Hester, to whoiff'nothing was more awf^l than 
any kind of disa^jreement, here leaned forward and 
remarked decisively : 

What lovely w'eather *it has been for tne time of 
year ? " 

But June was not to be diverted. 
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I don’t know why sentiment shtmid be sneered at 
It’s the l)est thuijE; in the world/’ She lotiked defiantly 
round, and Aunt Juley had to intervene again : 

*’ Havy you Ivjught any pictures lately. sanies ? " 

Her incomparable instinct for the wxong subject had 
not failed her. Soames dushed To oisclost^ the name 
of his latest mirchascs would be like walking into the jaw's 
of disdain. For somehow' they all knew of Junes pre- 
dilection for ” genius " not yet on its legs, and her ctjn- 
tempt fi>r '* success ” unless she h**d had a finger in 
securing it 

'* One or two/' he muttered. 

Hut June's face had < hanged : the Forsyte within her 
was seeing its < hant e. Why &h<»uld not S<iames buy some 
of the pictures (»f hru ('obbiey— her last lame dutk > And 
she promptly oj>encd her attack : Old Soarnes know his 
work } It was S(» wonderful. He was the coming nun. 

Oil. yes, Soames knew his w<jrk. It was in liis view 
'* si#Ushv/‘ and would never get Iv ld of the public. 

June blared up, 

" Of course It w'on’t : ihat'.s the last thing mie would 
wish for 1 thought you were a connoi&eur. not a picture- 
dealer “ 

“ Of course Soiimes is a connoisseur,” Aunt Jul<‘v Siiid 
h,Lstily : ' he ha,H wonderful tiLsle ~ he can always tell 
U'lorchand what's g'ung to be successful.” 

"Oh ! ' gasped June, and sprang up from the head- 
covered chair, ” 1 lute that standard of .succes.s. Why 
can't t>cople buy things because tliey like them ? ”* 

” You mean.” said I'rancic, ” because you like them." 

And in the sliglit pause young Nicholis was heard saying 
genth that N'loli t (his fourth) was taking le,ssons in picstel, 
he didn’t know' if tiiey were any use 

” Well, gtH)d bye, Auntie,” said June; ” I must get 
on,” and kissing her aunts, she looked defiantly round the 
room, said ” Good-bye ” again, and went, A bree/e 
seemed to pass out with her, as if every one had sighed. 

Tlic third sensation came before any one had time to 
speak : ^ 

“Ml, James Forsyte." 

James came vi using a stick slight|y and wrapped in a 
fur coat w’l|ich gave him a fictilhms bulk. 

Kvery one stood up. James*was so edd ; and he had not 
been at Timothy's for nearly two years. 

" It’s hot in here,” he said. 
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Soames divested him of his coat, and as he did so could 
not help admiring the glossy way his father was turned 
o^t. James sat down, aU knees, elbows, frock-coat, and 
long white whiskers. « 

*' Wliiit’s the i^eaning of that ? he said. 

Though there was no apparent sense in his words, they 
all knew that he was referring to June. His eyes searched 
his son’s face. 

" I tliouglit I'd come and see for myself. \VIiat have 
they answered Kruger ? " 

Soames took out an evening paper, and read the head- 
line. 

“ ' Instant action by our Government — state of war 
existing I’ " 

“ Ah ! ” said James, and sighed. " I was afraid they’d 
cut and run like old Gladstime. \Vc shall finish with 
liicin this time." ♦ 

All stared at him. James I Always fus.sy, nervous, 
anxious! James with Ins irontinual, " I told you how it 
would be ! " and his pessimism, and his cautious invest- 
mente. There was something uncanny about such re- 
solution in this thft oldest living l'\>rsyte. 

" Where’s Timothy ? " said James. " He ought to pay 
attention to this." 

Aunt Juicy said she didn't know ; Timothy had not 
said much at lundi to-day. Aunt Hester rose and threaded 
her way out of the room, and h'nuicie said rather 
malii ioiisly : 

" The Ikwrs are a hard nut to crack, Uncle James.” 

” H’m I ” muttered James. ” Where do you get your 
information ? Nobody tells me.” 

Young Nicholas remarked in his mild voice that Nick 
(his eldest) was not going to drill regularly. 

" Ah I " muttered James, and stared before him — his 
thoughts were on Val. " He’s got to look after his mother,” 
he said, " he's got no time for drilling and that, with that 
father of his." This cryptic saying produced silence, until 
he siHike again. 

"what did June want^hcre ? ” And his eyes rested 
with suspicion on all of*lhcm in turn* ” Her father’s a 
ricii man now.” Thp conversation turned on Jolyon, and 
when he had iKXjn st^en last. It was supposed tjiat he went 
abroad and saw all sorts of pcopk now that his wife was 
dead ; his water-colours were on the line, and he was a 
successful man. Francie went so far as to say : 
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’ I should like st*e him again ; he was rather a dear. *' 

Aunt Juley riHallt d how he liad gone to sleep on the 
sofa one day. where James was sitting. He had alw'^s 
been verv amiable ; what did Soames think ? ^ 

Knowing that Jolyon was Irene's trustee', all felt the 
delicacy of this ej^uestion, ;uid lookeel^nt S(K'imes with 
inten st. A faint pink liad mme up in his cheeks. 

" He‘s going grey, ' he? s^iid. 

Ir^deeel ! Had S<"»amcs seen him ? Scnimes luiddeel. and 
the |4nk vanished. 

James siiid suddenlv : '* ^Vell — ! don I know', I can't 
tell’ ♦ 

It exactly expre.ssed the sentiment of everylxxly 
prestMit tiiat there was something tK'hind everything, that 
noUalv teN|v>nd*’tI But at thus moment Aunt Hester 
rctur'ifd- 

“ Tiiuothv. " she ^iid it^ a low voice, " Timothy luifi 
brought a map and he s put in*' he’s put in three flags." 

Tiniotliy h.id - ! A sigh^wenl roiiud the ctmipany. 

If Tinualiy hud indeed put in three llag*. alriindy, w'ell ! 

■ II showvd what the nation could do when it wts roused. 
Tlu: war was as goed as over. ♦ 


CHAPTER XHI 

JOLYON FINDS OUT WHERE HE IS 

Jolyon stwd at the window in Holly's old night nurseiy' 
converted into a studies not because it had a north ligJit. 
but for its view over the prosjxjct away to the Grand 
Stand at Epsom. He shifted to the side window w-liich 
overlocfked the stabicyard. and whistled down to the dog 
Biiltliastif who lay for ever under tlic clock tower. The 
old dog looked up and wagged bus tail. " PcK»r edd ooy ! 
thought J<dyon, shifting back to the other window. 

He luui l>een restless all this week, since his attempt 
to prosecute tnustec'ship, uneasy in his conscience w'hic.li 
was ewer acute, didurlxd in hSiiense <d i ompassion which 
w^ easily exceed, and with a queer sensation as if his 
feeling for t)cauiy hid received soineMefinite embodiment 
Autumn w^s getting hold of the old oak-Uec, its leaves 
were browning. Sun.shine had been plentiful and hot thus 
summer. As with trees, so with men's lives ! " / ought 
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to live long,” thought Jolyon ; ” I'm getting mildewed 
for want of heat. If I can't work, I shall be off to Paris/’ 
But memory of Paris gave him no pleasure Besides, how 
oiRild he go ? He must stay and see what Soames was 
going to do. "I'm her trustee. 1 can't leave her unpro- 
tected,” he thought. It had been striking liim as curious 
how very clearly he could still sec Irene in her little drawing 
room which he had only twice entered. Her beauty must 
have a sort of poignant harmony 1 No literal i’>ortrait 
would ever do her justice ; the essence of her was — ah ! 
what ? . . . The noise of hoofs called him back to tiic 
o%hcr windows Holly was riding into the yard on her 
long-tailed “ palfrey.” She looked up and he waved to 
her. She liad been rather silent lately ; getting old, he 
supposed, beginning to want her future, as they all did — 
youngsters! Time was certainly the devil 1 And with t lie 
feeling that to waste this swifjt-travelling commodity w as 
unforgivable folly, he took up his brush. But it was lU) 
use ; he could not concentj^te his eye — besides, the light 
was going. ” I’ll go up to town,” he thought. In the Jia.ll 
a servant met liim. 

” A la*dy to see j'ou, sir ; Mrs. Heron.” 

Extraordinary coincidence 1 Passing into the picture- 
gallery, as it was still called, he saw Irene standing over 
by the window. 

She came towards him sa>mg : 

” I’ve been trespassing; 1 came up through tlie coppice 
and garden. I always used to come that w'ay to see Uncle 
Joly«n.” 

^’'ou couldn’t trespass here,” replied Jolyon ; ” history 
makes tliat impossible. I was just thinlang of you.” 

Irene smiled. And it was as if something shone through ; 
not mere spirituality— screner, completer, more alluring. 

” History I ” she answ^ered ; ” I once told Uncle Jolyon 
tliat love was for ever. Well, it isn’t. Only aversion 

Jolyon stared at her. Had she got over Bosinney at 
last ? 

” Yes ! ” he said, ” aversion’s deeper than love or hate 
l>ecause it’s a natural product of the nerves, and w'c don't 
change them.'* 0 ** * 

” 1 came to tell you that Soames has peen to see me. 
He said a thing that^ frightened me. He said ; ‘You are 
still my wdlc ! ’ ” ’ * 

” Wliat ! ” ejaculated Jolyon. ” You ought not to live 
alone.” And he continued to stare at her, afflicted by the 
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thriught Uxat where Bi'auty was, nothing ever ran quite 
straigiit, which, w doubt, was why so many |>cv>ple 
Iwjkcd on it as immciraJ. 

** Wliat more ? *' 

*' iic a*kod me to sliakc hands.” 

Did you : " 

\i's. Wiicn he came in Dm sure he didn’t want to ; 
he chJidged while he Wtus there." 

" Ah ! you certainly ought not to go on living there 

ahme." 

" I know no w'otnan 1 c<nild ask; and I can't take a 
lover to onler, Cousin jolyon. “ • 

’* Heaven forbid ! " s*Md julyon. ” What a damnable 
p<^‘'iHon ! Will you stay to dinner ? Ko ? Well, let me sec 
you kick to lovvii ; 1 wanted to go up tliis evening," 

" ’J’ridv ? " 

" i'ndv. I'll k: ready in |ive minutes,” 

On the walk to the 'ttation they bilketl of pictures and 
musp contrasting the Kiiglishgind h'reruh cliaiacters and 
the ditierence in their attuude to Art Dut to lulyon the 
colours in tiie hedges of the long straight lane, tilt twitter* 
ing of (hafhnches who kept tuce. witii4;hcra, the iH-rfuine 
of weeds l)cing already burned, the turn of her neck, the 
fascination of those dark eyes bent on him now and 
then, tiie lure oi her wiiole figure, made a <lceper im* 
pressioji than the. nunarks they exi iianged. Uncons< iouslv 
lie hehl him, self straigliter, walked witii a more elastic step. 

In tiie train he put her through a sort of catechism as 
to what siie did with her d,tvs. • 

Made Ikt drvs^c,,. shopped, visited a hospital, played 
her piano, translated from the French. She had regular 
work from a pubhslier, it seemed, which supplementecj her 
me ime a huh* She seldom went out in the evening. 
" I've been living alone so long, you see. that 1 doii t 
mind it a bit. I believe I'm naturally suhtary." 

" I don’t believe that," saul Jolyon. " Do you know 
maiiv jKM^ple ? ” 

"Very few.” 

At Waterloo they to(»k a hansom, ami he drove with 
her to I lie dcxir of hex mansiofl&.% Squeezing lier hand at 
parting, he s.'ud : 

” You know, 'you could alwa>'s come to us at Robin 
Hill ; you fnust let me know' everything that happens. 
Good-bye, Irene,” 

*' Good-bye,” she«answcrcd softly. 
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Jolyon climbed back into his cab, wondering why he 
had not asked her to dine and go to the theatre witli him. 
Solitary, starved, hung-up life that she had ! “ Hotch 
l^tch Club/’ he said through the trap-door. As his 
hansom debouched on to the Embankment, i man in 
top-hat and overcoat passed, walking quickly, so close 
to the wall that he seemed to be scraping it. 

" By Jove ! " thought Jolyon : ” Soames himself 1 

What^s he up to now ? ” And, stopping the cab round the 
comer, he got out and retraced his steps to where he could 
see the entrance to the mansions. Soames had halted in 
fUjnt of them, and was looking up at the light in her 
windows. ” If he goes in.” thought Jolyon, ” what shall 
I do ? What have I tlie right to do ? " * WTiat the fellow 
had said was true. She was still his wife, absolutely witli- 
out protection from annoyance ! ” Well, il he goes in,” 
he thought, ” I follow.” An^ he began moving towards 
the mansions. Again Soames advanced ; he was in the 
very entrance now . But suddenly he stopped, spun round 
on his heel, and came back towards the river. ” What 
now ? ” thought Jolyon. ” In a dozen steps he'll recognise 
me.” And he turned tail. His cousin's footsteps kept pace 
with ills own. But he reached his cab, and got in before 
Soames had turned the comer. ” Go on I ” he said through 
the trap. Soames' figure ranged up alongside. 

” Han.som I ” lie said. ” Engaged ? Hallo I ” 

” Hallo 1 ” answered jolyon. ” You ? ’’ 

The quick suspicion on his cousin's face, w’hitc in tiie 
lamplight, decided him. 

” i can give you a lift,” he said, ” if you're going 
West.” 

” Thanks,” answered Soames, iuid got in. 

” I've Ix'cn seeing Irene,” said Jolyon when the cab 
had started. 

” Indeed ! ” 

” You went to see her yesterday yourself, I under- 
stand,” 

” 1 did,” .siiid Soames : ” she's my wife, you know.” 

The tone, the half-lifted sneering lip, roused sudden 
anger in jolyon ; but 1* tiubdued it. 

” You ought to know best,” he said, *' but if you want 
a divorce it's not Yeiy* wise to go seeing her, is it ? One 
can't run with the hare and hunt witli the lijunds I ” 

” You're very good to warn me.” said Soames, ” but 
I hove not made up ray mind.” 
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** Shi has," said Jolyon, looking straight before him ; 
yon can't take things up, you know, as they were twelve 
years ago," 

" That remains to be seen." 0^ 

" here ! " said Jtilron. " she's in a damnable 
position, and I am the only jH‘rson witJ^any legal say in 
her a hairs." 

" Kxrept mwlf," retorted Soames. " wdio am al^o in a 
damnable position. Hers i'i Avhat slie made f*'r ia-rself ; 
mine what she made for me I am not at all sure that in 
her own interests I shan't retjuire her to return to me ” 

" What ! ’ exclaimed Jolyon ; and a shiver wiMIt 
through his whule bidy, 

" 1 don't know wliat you mean by * what,' " answered 
Soanu's toldlv ; " your sav in her affairs Is contineil to 
paying out her imnrne; please bear that in rnmd. In 
I hooMug not to disgiacc hgr by a divorce. I retained my 
rights and. as 1 .s,iv, 1 am not at all sure that 1 slian’t 
ri'<}'gjre to (xercise tliein." ^ 

‘ My Gotl ! " ejaculatcxl Jolyon. and he uttered a short 
laugh. • 

" Yes," said Soames, and tiicre waii a dtsadly quality 
in his voke. " I've not forgotten the nickname* ymur 
f^ither gave me, ‘ The man of pro|>crty 1' I'm not called 
nUincs for nothing " 

‘ 'I'his IS fanta.stu'," murmured Jolyon. W'ell, the fellow 
couldn’t force his wife to live with him. Those days were 
past, anyway ! And he looked around at S<»aincs willi the 
thought’: " Is he real, this man ? *' But Soames I(«>ked 
very real, sitting square y’et almost elegant with the 
I lipiied moustaciie on his pale face, and a tooth sliowing 
wiicre a lip wa.s lifted in a fixed smile. There wvis a long 
Silence, while j(»lyon thought : " In.stead of helping her. 
I've made things worse," Suddenly Soame.s said : 

" It would be the best tiling that could hafipen to her 
in many ways," 

At tho>c words such a turmoil began taking {>liice in 
Jc>lyon tiiat he could barely sit still in the r.;ib. It wiis as 
il lie were Bixed up with hundreds c»f thousands of his 
countrymen, lioxed uj> with tlifl tomcUiing in the national 
character which^had always been to him revolting, some* 
thing which he* knew to be extreiiibly natural and yet 
which seeiAed to him inexplicable — their intense belief 
in contracts and vested rights, their complacent sense of 
virtue in the exaction of those rights. Here beside him In 
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the cab was the very embodiment, the corporeal sum as 
it were, of the possessive instinct— his own kinsman, too ! 
It was uncanny and intolerable ! “ But there’s something 
ilCire in it than that i ” he thought with a sick feeling 
” The dog, they say. returns to his vomit I Th*e sight of 
her has reawakened something. Beauty! The devil's 
in it ! '* 

” As I say.” said Soames, ” I have nbt made up my 
mind. I shall be obliged if you will kindly leave her quite 
alone.” 

Jolyon bit his lips ; he who had always hated rows 
a^niost welcomed tlie thought of one now. 

'' 1 can give you no such promise,” he said shortly. 

Very well. ’ said Soames. ” then w'e know where we 
arc. ril get down here.” And stopping tlie cab lie got 
out without word or sign of farewell. Jolvoii travelled on 
to his Club. 

The first news of the w'ar w4s being called in the streets, 
but he paid no attention. What could he do to help her .? 
If only his father were alive I He could have done so much ! 
But \yh^ could he not do all tliat his father could have 
done ? Was he nc^ old enough ? — turned fifty and twice 
inarryd. w’ith grown-up daughters and a son. ” Queer,” 
he thought. ” If she were plain 1 shouldn't be thinking 
twice about it. Beauty is the devil, when you’re sensitive 
to it ! ” And int<j tlic Club reading-room he went with a 
dLslurbed heart. In that very' room he and Bosinney had 
talked one summer afternoon ; he well remembered rveti 
now, the disguised and secret lecture he had given that 
young man in the interests of June, the diagnosis of the 
horsytes he had hazarded ; and how he had wondered 
what sort of woman it was he was warning him against. 
And now ! He was almost in want of a w^arning himself. 
“It's deuced funny!” he thought, “really deuced 
funny I ” 


CHAPTER XIV 

SOAMES DiSCOyBkS WHAT HE WANTS 

It is so much easier to say, ” Then we know where we 
are.” tlian to mean anything particular by^the woids. 
And in saying them Soames flid but vent the jealous 
rankling of liis instiucts. He got out of the cab in a state 
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of waty anger — ^with himself for not having seen Irene, 
with Jolyoii for having seen her ; and now with his 
inability to teU exactly wliat he wamai. 

He h|»d abandoned tiie cab because he could n<it#*.nr 
to remain seated l>c,side his cousin, and walking briskly 
eastwards he thought. " ! wouldn't 'trust that fellow 
Jolyon a yard, t.hice outcast, alwax's oulca.si ! " The chap 
had a natural sympathy with — witi— laxity {lie had shini 
at the word sin, because it was too melodramatic for use 
by a I'oi-syte). 

lndccisif>n in desire was to him a new feeling. He was 
like a (hild Indwccn a promised toy and an old one wHt*h 
had Ix'tm taken awav Ironi him ; and he was ;i.stf>nisiied 
at himself, (inly last Simd.iv desire had s(*emed simple — 
ju.st his freed' 'in and Annette. “ I'll go and time there," 
he tlifjugiit. ft* see her mivlit bring Isn k las sinideness of 
intention, (aim Ins ex<isp%ration. clear hi.s miiul 

Tile reiit.un.ini was faiiiv iuH— gotnl many loreigner.s 
ar^l folk whom, from their ^ipjK-arance, he bH>k to in* 
hterarv or arti.siir. Straps of conversation fame ius wav 
through the (latter of plates and glasses I 
heard tlie Hoers sympatiused with, thmBritish (.iovernment 
blamed. " Dcjii’t llnnk much of their tlienU^K‘/' he* 
tliought He went sbjhdly through his dinner and spetial 
coftee without making his presence known, and when at 
last he had finished, was careful not to Ik? seen going 
toward the saiu turn of Madame Uamotte. TJiey were. a,s 
he cnteied, having supper — sudi a much »merd<K>kn]g 
supper than the dinner he had eaten that he felt a ktnd of 
grief — and thc> greeted him with a .sur|)rn.e so S4?cnmiiglv 
genuine that he thought with sudden .suspicion ; 1 

^lieve they knew 1 wax here all the tune." He gave 
Anncltc a look furtive and searching. So I *ietT v, seeminglv 
so candid ; could slie lx? angling for luni ? lie turned to 
Madame Jaimc>tte and said : 

" I've lK,‘(ni dining here." 

Really ! If she bad onlv known ! Tliere were dishes she 
could have rc< omm ended ; %Nhat a i itv I Soames was 
contimied in his suspicion. must look out wliat I'm 
doing J " he thought shar|>ly. • 

" Another little cup of very special CMffec. nwmuur ; 
a liqueur. Grand Marnier t " and Madame Lamotte ruse 
to order these delicacies. 

Alone with Annette, Soames said. ** Well, Annette ? " 
witli a defensive httlc smile about his lips. 
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The girl blushed. This, which last Sunday would have 
set Jiis nerves tingling, now gave him much the same 
feeling a man has when a dog that he owns wriggles and 
lodfc at him. He had a curious sense of power, ^ if he 
could have said to lier, Come and loss me,” and she 
would have come* And yet — it was strange—but there 
seemed another face and form in the room, too ; and the 
itch in his nerves, was it for that — or for this ? He jerked 
his head towards the restaurant and said : ” You have 
soxie queer customers. Do you like this life ? ” 

Annette looked up at him for a moment, looked down, 
anii played with her fork. 

” No,” she said, ” I do not like it.” 

” I've got her,” thought Soames, ” if I want her. But 
do I want her ? ” She was graceful, she was pretty — very 
pretty ; she was fresh, she had taste of a kind. His eyes 
travelled round the Uttle room^ but the eyes of Ms mind 
went another journey — ^a half-light, and silvery walls, a 
satinwood piano, a woman standing against it, reined bjjck 
as it were from him — a woman with white shoulders tiiat 
he knew, Und dark eyes that he had sought to know, and 
hair like dull dark ashber. And as in an artist who strives 
for thd unrcalisable and is ever tliirsty, so there rose in 
him at that moment the thirst of the "old passion he had 
never satisfied. 

” Well.” he said calmly, ” you’re young. There’s every- 
thing Ixjfore yoM.” 

Annette shook her head. 

” IHliink sometimes there is notliing before me but hard 
work. I am not so in love with work as mother.” 

” Your mother is a wonder,” said Soames, faintly 
mocking ; ” .she will never let failure lodge in her house.” 

Annette sighed. ” It must be wonderful to be rich.” 

” Oh ! you'll be rich some day,” answered Soames, still 
with that faint mockery ; ” don’t be afraid.” 

Annette slirugged her shoulders. " Monsieur is very 
kiiid.” And between her pouting lips she put a chcx^olate. 

” Yes, my dear,'" thought Soames, ” they’re very 
pretty.” ^ 

Madame Lamotte. with coffee and liqueur, put an end 
to that colloquy, Soames did not stay iopg. 

Outside in the streets of Soho, which alwa3rs gave him 
such a feeling of property improperly owned. *he mused. 
If only Irene had given nim a son, he wouldn’t now be 
squirming after women ! The thought had jumped out of 
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its little dark sentr>^-lK)X in his inner consciousncNS. A 
iton — somf.'thing lo l^>i>k ft>rward to, sometlan^ to make 
the rest of liie worth while, something to U\wc htmseU 
to, some pcr|)ctuity of self. *' If 1 Iwd a Siin,*' he 
liitterly?** a f roper legal son, I could make shift ft» go on 
as I used. One woman's much the san^ as .mother, after 
all." But as he w'alked he shoi>k his head. No ! Unr 
woman was not the same as aiK'ther. Manv a time had 
he tried to think that in the old days t>f Ins thwarud 
mamed life : and he h.id always f.uled. He was fading 
now. He was trying to think Annette the sitme as that 
oUicr. But she wius not. she had not the lure of that Wd 
passion. " And Irene's my wife, ’ he th4»ughi. " my legal 
wife. I have done nothing to put her away troin me VVhv 
shouldn't she come ba4.k to me ^ It's the right thing, the 
law’ful thing it makes no scandal, no disturUiin e. If it's 
disiigreeable to her — but ^hy should it U* ^ I'm not a 
leper, and she- -she's no longer in love ! " Why shouUl he 
be put to the sliifts and llj^ sordid disgraces and the 
lurting defeats of the Divorce Onirt, when then* siie \\%is like 
an emptv house only waiting to Ixr re-tak<'« ufto use and 
possession by him w ho legally ownud her " To one so 
secretive as S<iames the lluiught of re entry* into quiet ^ 
pijiisession of his own projxTty willi nothing given away 
to llic world was intensely alluring '* No/ i»e mused. 

" I'm glad I went io see that girl 1 know now what I wmiU 
most. If only Irene will come Iwck I’ll be as tonsiderale 
as .she wisliey : she tould live lier own life ; but perhaps- 
f>erh.q)s she would come round to me." There w;ui a 
lump III his thr<ul. And dogge<lly along by the r.ohngs of 
the tireen Bark, towards liis t.aher's house, he went li ving 
to tread on lus shadow walking before him 111 the bnJiunt 
moonlight. 


PART II 

CHAniT'.K I 
THE TiiiKi) <!1 :v*;i;atio.v 

Jolly Forsyt^ was .strolling down*lligli Street, Oxford, 
on a NhivctnU^r afternoon ; Val iMrtie was strolling up 
Jolly had just cJianged out of boating ilanneB and was 
on hb way to the " I rying*paji." to which fie had recently 
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been elected. Val had just changed out of riding clothes 
and was on his way to the fire — a bookmaker's in Corn- 
market. 

%Hallo I “ said Jolly. 

" Hallo 1 ” repUed Val. 

The cousins had met but twice, Jolly, the second-year 
man, having invited the freshman to breakfast ; and" last 
evening they had seen each otlier again under somewhat 
exotic circumstances. 

Over a tailor's in the Commarket resided one of those 
privileged young beings called minors, whose inheritances 
aim large, whose parents are dead, whose guardians are 
remote, and w-hose instincts are vicious. At nineteen he 
had commenced one of those careers attractive and 
inexplicable to ordinary' mortals for whom a single bank- 
ruptcy is good as a feast. Already famous for having the 
only roulette tcible then to b^. found in Oxford, he was 
anticipating his expectations at a dazzling rate. He 011 1- 
crummed Crum, though oi^a sanguine and rather beefy 
type which lacked the latter’s fascinating languor. For 
Val it had been in tlie nature of baptism to be taken there 
to play roulette ; in the nature of confirmation to get 
back Vito college, after hours, through a window whose 
bars were deceptive. Once, during that evening of delight, 
glancing up from the seductive green before him, he had 
caught sight, through a cloud of smoke, of his cousin 
standing opposite. “ IHonge gagtie, impair, et manque ! " 
He had not seen him again. 

(iome in to tlie Frying-pan and have tea,” said Jolly, 
and they went in. 

A stranger, seeing them together, w'ould have noticed 
an unseizable resemblance between these second cousins 
of tile tliird generations of Forsytes ; the same bone 
formation in face, though Jolly's eyes were darker grey, his 
liair lighter and more wavy. 

” Tea and buttered buns, waiter, please,” said 
Jolly. 

” Have one of my cigarettes ? ” said V'ol. ” I saw you 
last night How did you do ? ” 

” 1 didn't play.” , * 

*' 1 won fifteen quid.” 

Though desirous of repeating a wliimsical comment on 
gambling he had once heard his fatlier mak* — ” When 
you're fleeced you're sick, and when you fleece you're 
sorry ” — Jolly contented himself with : 
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** Rotten f?ame, I tliink ; I was at schot>I with th;it cluip. 
He’s an aw iul fool." 

'* Oh ! I don’t know." said Val. as one might speak in 
defence of a disparaged gtxi : '* he's a pretty g^)od spjil.*’ 
Tiioy ?xclwnge<l w^hiffs in silence. 

" You met my people, didn't you ? '^.s<iid Jtrllv 
'* Tliey’re aiming up to-morrow," 

Val grew a little red. 

"Really! I can give you a rare go(»d tip for the 
Manchester NovemlxT Handicap." 

" Thanks. I onlv take interest in the classic mces." 

" You can’t make anv money <iver I hem." said Viil* 

" I hate the ring," .said Jolly ] " there’s such a row and 
slink. I like the paddexk " 

" 1 like to back my judgment," an.swen’d Val. Jollv 
smiled : his smile was like his father’s. " I haven't 
any. I always lose monev ^ 1 Ixfi." 

" You have to buy c.\pencncc, of course." 

" Yes, but it's all messed ujj^ with doing j>eople in the 
eyc.^' 

' " Of (.tuirse, or they’ll do vou -that’s Die exf^enicnt." 
Jolly hxikcd a little scornful. • 

" What do you do with yoursedf •' Rtjw -* " * 

" Xo — ride, and drive aoout I’m going to play poh> 
next term, if I can get my granddad to stump up " 

" Tlial'.s old Tncle James, isn’t ir > What’s he like r ’’ 
" Older tlian forty hills," said Val. *’ and always 
thinking lie'.s going to be ruined " 

" I suppose my granddad and he were brolh*‘f.^ " • 

" I don't Udieve any of that old lot were .sjiort.mien," 
said Val ; " Uiey must have uoishipjxd nb»nry," 

" Mine didn’t ! " SJiid Joliy warmly. 

Val flipped the ash on his cigarette. 

" Money's only fit to .spend." he said, " I wnh the 
deuce 1 had more," 

Jolly gave him that direct upward Icx^k of judgment 
which he liad inherited frc»m old jolyon : One dsdn t talk 
alxmt money ! And again there was silence, while they 
drank tea and ate the buttered buns. 

" Where are your people guin;$ to stay ? " asked V«d. 
elaborately casual. 

" ' Rainbow,' *Whal do you think''<#f tJie w*ar ^ 

" Rotten, tso far. Tlic IViers aren't spe^rts a bit. Why 
don't they come out into the open ? " 

" Why should they ? They ' I'ney’ve got even-thing 



J 50 THE FORSYTE SAGA 

against them except tiieir way of fighting. I rather admire 
them." 

" They can ride and shoot." admired Val, " but they’re 
a ^nsy lot. Do you know Crum ? " 

" Of Merton ? Only by sight. He’s in that fas^ set too, 
isn’t he ? I<;tth(A’ 1.^-di-da and Brummagem." 

Val wiid fixedly : " He's a friend of mine." 

" Oh ! S(jrry I " And they sat awkwardly staring past 
each (ither. having pitched on their pet points of SMt>bbt*ry. 
For Jolly was forming himself unconsciously on a set 
whose iiiottfi was : " We defy you to bore us. Life Isn't 
lift^lf long enough, and we're gtang to talk faster and more 
crisply, do mt>re and know more, and dwell less on any 
subject tlian you can po.ssibly imagine. We are ‘ the iK'-^t ' 
— made of wire and whipcord." And Val was iinconsciou.sly 
forming himself on a set whose motto was : " We defy 
you to interest or excite us. XyV have had every sensatirjn, 
or if we haven't, we pretend we have. We are so exhau.sted 
with living that no hours afe tfM» small for us. We will k>se 
(Uir shirts with equanimity. Wc liave flown fast anct are 
past cvrtything All is cigarette .smoke. Bismillah ! " 
Competitive spirit .rlvuie-deep in the Engh.sh, was obliging 
■ thosistwo young torsyies to have ideiiJs ; and at the dose 
of A century ideaU are nuxeil. The arist<»<T.'u y had aln ady 
in the main adopted the " jumping-jcsus " pnm.iplf ; 
though here and there one like Crum --who was an 
honourable ‘ St .starkly languid for tluit gambler’s 
Nirvana which hail lK*en the .vMMianow bonum of the old 
" d»*ndics " and of " the mashers *’ in the eigbues And 
rouiul Cxum were still gatliercd a forlorn hope of blue- 
bltKids with a plutin^ratic ftilkiwing. 

But tliere was iK'twcen the cousins anotJier far le.ss 
obvious antij>alhv — coming from the unseirable family 
resemblance, whicii each p<'rha'|>s resented ; or foun some 
half -consciousne.ss of that old fc'ud persisting still lu tween 
their branches of the clan, formed within them by odd 
words or half-hints dropped by their eiders. And jolly, 
tinkling Ids teasptx>n, wius musing : " His tie-pin ami hts 
waistcoat and his drawl anid his betting — good Lord 1 " 
And Val, finishing his«bun, was thinking : " HeV rather 
a young lieiist 1 ’’ 

" I suppose you’ll be meeting your people ? " he said, 
getting up. " 1 wish you'd tell them I should <ike to show' 
them over B.N.C. — not that tlicre’s anything much there 
*— if they'd care to come.” 
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Thanks. I'll ask tliem.** 

Wonlti they lunch ? I've got rather a decent scout." 

Jolly doubted if they would have time. 

" Vou#ll iisk tlicm, tliough ? ** ^ 

" Very gcxxl of )'ou,” .said Jolly, fully meaning that they 
should not go; ' but, instinctively polite, he added: 

" You'd better come and have dinner with us to-morrow." 

" Kather, What tune ? ” 

" Seven -thirty.” 

” Dress ? ” 

*' No.” And they parted, a subtle antagonism alive 
wit Ian them. • 

Ih^lly and Jkt fatluT arrived by a midday train. It 
w.is her first visit to the city of .spires and dre;uius. and 
siie was very silent, looking alm<»st shyly at the tirother 
who was part of this W’ondertul place. After luncii slie 
wandered, examining his Jiouselndd g<Kls with intense 
cunusity. Jolly’s sitting-nKim was panellMj. ami Art 
represented by a set of jk*rtolo/./.i pnnts wduch had 
iK'Uuiged to old Jolyon, and by college phoiograplis, of 
young men. live young men. a little heroic, .Tml to be 
compared with licr memories of A’al. Jidyon also 
scnitini.s<‘d with c«'ire that evidence of lus boy’s thaTactef 
and tastes. 

Jolly wiLS anxious that they should see him rowing, 
so "they set birth to the river. IJolly, Ixdween her brother 
and lier father, felt elated when head.s were tuimxl and 
c VO rested on her. That they might sec him to the bc‘at 
advantage they left him at the Jlarge and rro.s.sed the*rivcr 
totiie towing path. Slight in build -Tur of all liie h'orsytes 
only old Swiihin and Cieorge were U’efy — Jt»lly was rowing 
” Iwo " in a trial ciglit. lie looked very e.'irnest and 
strenuous. With pnde jolyon thought him the best- 
looking boy ol the \vA ; t \o\\y , Xwcame a , Wivs wuae 
stTuv.k by one or two ui U\e olheis, but wouUl not \iave 
sviid so for Uie world. The river was bright that afternoon, 
the meadows lush, the trees still lK*autiful with colour. 
Distinguished peace clung around the old city ; Jolyon 
prcimiscd himself a day’s sketching if Uie weather held. 
The Bight passed a second timc*spurting home along the 
iktrges — J oily lace was ver\’ set. as not to show that 
he was blow'n. They returned across llie river and waited 
for Iiim, • 

” Oh 1 " said Jolly in tlic Christ Churcli meadows, " I 
had to ask that chap Val Dartic to dine with us to-night. 
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He wanted to give you lunch and show you B.ISitC., so I 
thought I’d heller ; then you needn't go. I don't like 
him much." 

Wolly's ratlier sallow face had become suffused with 
pink. 

" Why not ? "• 

" Oh f I don’t know. He seems to me rather showy and 
bad form. What are his peoide like, Dad ? He’s only a 
second cousin, isn’t he ? " 

Jolyon took refuge in a smile. 

" Ask IIollv," he said ; " she saw his uncle." 

1 liked Val," Holly answered, staring at the ground 
l)cforc licr ; " Ills uiu le looked — awfully different. " She 
stole a glance at Jolly from under her la.shes. 

" Did you ever," said Jolyon with whimsical intention, 
" hear our family history, my dears ? It's quite a fairy 
talc. The firsi Jolyon Forsyli*— at all events the first we 
know anything of, and tliat would l>e your great-great- 
grandfather -dwelt in thedand of Dorset on the edg^" of 
the sea, l>eing by pnifession an " agriculturalist," as your 
gre.at-aurf! jnit ’ it, and the son of an agriculturist — 
farmers, in fact : tyour grandfather used to call them. 
'■’^Very small U‘er.' ' He ltx>ked at Jolly to see how his 
lonllincss w’as standing it, and with the other eye noted 
H(jllv's malu.ioiis pleasure in the slight drop of her 
brother's face. 

" Wc may suppose him thick and sturdy standing for 
England as it was Ixfore the Industrial Era Ix'gan. The 
secofld Jolyon i'orsyte- vour great-grandfather. Jolly; 
letter kiKJwn as Supenor Dosset Forsyte — built houses, so 
the chronicle runs, l»egat ten children and migrated to 
London town. It is known that he drank sherry. VV’e may 
suppfxsc him representing the England of N<ipoiean’s wars, 
and general unrest. The eldest of his six sons was the 
third Jolyon, your grandfather, mv dears — tea merchant 
and chaifnnui of ctnupanies, one of the soundest English- 
men who ever livrtl— and to me the dearest." Jolyon's 
voice had lost its irony, and his um and daughter ga/ed 
at him solemnly, '* He w-as ^jst and tenacious, lender and 
voung at heart. You renteml>cr lum, and 1 remember him. 
l^ass to the others ! your great-uncle Jairvss. tliat’s young 
Val’s grandfather, liad a son called Soames — whereby 
hangs a tale of no love Uvst. and I don't think I'll tell it 
vou, James and the other eight diildren of ' Superior 
bosscl/ of whom tiicre are still hve ahve, may be said to 
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have represented Victorian England, vnth its principles of 
trade and individualism at five per cent, and your money 
back — if you know what that means. At all events thev’ve 
turned thirty thousand pounds into a cool million bct^en 
them in the course of their long lives. .They never did a 
wild thing — unless it was your ^eat-uncle Swithin, who 
1 believe was once swindled at tlumble-rig. and was called 
* Fourdn-hand Forsyte ' because he drove a pair. Their 
day is passing, and their type, not altogether for the 
advantage of the country. They were pcde.strian, but they 
too were sound. I am the fourth Jolyon Forsyte — a ptwr 
holder of the name ” 

No, Dad," said Jolly, and Holly squeezed his hand. 

“ Yes,’‘ repeated Jolyon, '* a poor specimen, repre- 
senting, I'm afraid, nothing but the end of the century, 
unearned income, amateurism, and individual liberty — a 
different thing from indued ualism, Jolly. Yon are the 
tiftli Jolyon horsyte, old man, and you open the ball of 
the* new century." ♦ 

As he spoke they turned in through the college gates, 
and Holly said : " lt'.s fascinating, Dad." 

None of tliem quite knew what shtf meant. Jolly was 
grave. • ^ 

The Rainbow', distinguished, as only an Oxford hostel 
can be, for lack of modernity, provided one small oak- 
panelled private sitting-room, m which Holly sat to receive, 
W'hite-frockcd. sliy, and alone, w’hcn the only gncsl arrivect 
Rather as one would touch a m(»tli, V^il texjk her hand. 
And wouldn’t she w'ear this " measly flower ? " It \^ould 
look ripping in her hair. He removed a gardenia from his 
coat. 

" Oh ! No, thank you — I couldn't ! " But she took it 
and pinned it at her neck, having suddenly remembered 
that word " showy I " Val's buttonhole would gi^vo 
offence ; and she so much wanted Jolly to like him. Did 
she realise that Val was at his best and quietest in her 
presence, and was that, perhaps, hall tiic secret of his 
attraction for her ? 

" I never siiid anything about our ride, Val.** 

" RAther not ! It’s just b(‘tw3en us." 

By the unea^^iness of his hands and the fidgeting of hU 
feet "he was giving her a sense of power very delicious ; 
a soft feeling too — the wish to make him happy. 

" Do tell me about Oxford. It must be ever so lovely." 
VaJ admitted that it was frightfully decent to do wnat 
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you liked ; the lectures were nothing ; and there were 
some very good cliaps. " Only/' he added, '* of course I 
wihli 1 was in town, and could come down and see you/' 

Ht'ily moved one hand shyly on her knee, gaud her 
glance dropped 

" You haven't Wgotten/' he said, suddenly gathering 
CCiurage, “ that we’re gf)ing madrabbiting. together.’* 

Holly smiled. 

" Oh ! Tliat was only make-believe. One can't do that 
sort of tiling after one's grown up. you know." 

" Ihish it ! cousins can/’ said Val. " Next Uing Vac — 
it*tK’cins in June, you know, and goes on for ever— we’ll 
watch onr chance." 

Hut, though the thrill of conspiracy ran through her 
Veins, f lolly slujok her Jiead. " It won’t come <#fv' she 
munnured. 

"Won’t it!" said Val fenvenlly ; "who's going to 
stop k ? Not your fatlier or your brother." 

At this moment Jolyon ami Jolly cime in ; and romance 
fled into Val's patent leather and Holly's wliitc satin toes, 
where it tiched and tingled during mi evening not con- 
spicuous for open -heartedness 

~SeTftiitive to atmospluTc, Jolyon soon felt the latent 
antagonism between tlie Ixiys, and was puzzled by Holly ; 
so he iKJCame iiiu’onsciousiy ironical, which is fatal to the 
expansivene.ss of vouth. A letter, handed to him after 
dinner, reduced him to a silence hardly broken till Jolly 
and \’al rose to g<i. He went out with them, smoking his 
cigai*. and walked witli hi.s son to the gates of (iiri.st 
Cliurch. Tuniing Uick, he took out the letter and read it 
again beneath a lamp. 

" Dear Jolyon, — ^Soaincs came again to-night — ray 
thirty-seventh birthday. You were riglit, I mustn't stay 
here. I’m going to-morrow to the Ih(*dniont Hotel, but 1 
won't go abrcxid without seeing yoxu 1 feel lonely and 
downhcjincd. 

Yours affectionately, 

" Irene/* 

He foldwl the letter back into his pCKrkct and walked 
on, astomslied at the violence of hb reelings. Wliat had 
the fellow said or done ? * 

He tunitil into High Street, demm the Turl, and on 
among a maie of spires and domes and long college fronts 
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and walls, bright or dark-shadowctl in the strong moon- 
light. In this very heart of England’s gentility it was 
difficult to realise Uiat a lonely woman could be inifHirtuncd 
or hunted, but wliat else could her letter mean ? SiKgpcs 
mu.st have been pressing her to go Iwck to him again, with 
public opinion and the Law on his side,*t<H> ! “ Eight<*en- 
ninety-nine ! ” he thought, gazing at the broken ghiss 
shining on the top of a villa garden wall ; “ but when it 
comes to profwrly we’re still a heathen people 1 I'll gt» up 
to-morrow morning. 1 dare say it’ll \)e lx!st hu* her to go 
abroad." Yet Uic thought dispiciused him. Why sht uld 
Soames hunt her out of England ! Ik'sides, he migiit 
follow, and out tfiere she would be still more lu^Iple.sa 
against the attentions of her own Inisband ! " I must 
tread warily," he thought " Uiat fellow c<»uld make himself 
ver>' mesty* I didn't like iiis maimer in the cab the other 
night." Ills tlnaights iurn^ to lus daughter Juno, (‘ould 
she help ? Once on a time Irene had Ixx^n h< r greatest 
friend, and now hhc was a "Jame dmk," such as iniKst 
apixMl to June’s nature! He deternuneil to unre to his 
daughter to meet him at Paddington Sulion! sKetr.icmg 
his steps towards the Rjuiibow he Questioned Ins own 
sensations. Would he be upsetting himself tivcr A*ve^»- 
woman in like case ? No ! he w'uuld not. Yhe e-indour of 
this conclu.sion discomfited him ; and, finding that 1 folly 
had gone up to bed. he sought his own rtKim. Hut he could 
not .sleep, and sat for a long tunc at his window, huddled 
in an overcoat, watching the moonlight on the ro^ds. 

Next d(H;r Holly toe* was awake, thinking of the Ushes 
above and Ixdow Val's eyes, espeii^iUy lx low ; and of 
what she could do to make Jolly like him lietter. The 
scent of the gardenia was strong in her little lx‘dr<x>m. and 
pleasiiJit to her. 

And Val. leaning out of hi.s first -rtixjr window in H N.C., 
was g^izmg at a nnx.nht <^uadrangle witlnnit .seeing it at all. 
seeing instead Holly, slim and wliitedrocked, as she Siit 
beside the hre when he first went m. 

Hut Jolly, in Iils bt'dnxjm narrow as a gluist, lay with 
a hand beneath his check ai^ dreamed lie w'as with Val 
in one*boiit, rowdng a rate against him, while his father 
was calling from the tow path ; " Two I Get your hands 
away there, ble4s you I " • 
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CHAPTER II 

SOAMES PUTS IT TO THE TOUCH 

Of all those radiant firms which emblazon with their 
windows the West End of London, Gaves and Cortegsd 
were considered by Soames tlie most attractive *’ 
word just coming into fashion. He had never had his 
Uncle Swithin's taste in precious stones, and the abandon- 
ment by Irene when she left his house in 1B87 of all the 
ghttcring things he had given her had disgusted him with 
this fonn of investment. But he still knew a diamond 
when he saw one, and during the week before her birthday 
he had taken occasion, on his way into the Poultrj' or his 
way out therefrom, to dally a little before tlie greater 
jewellers where <me got, if n^t one’s money’s worth, at 
least a certain cachet witli the goods. 

Constant cogitation sin^e his drive with Jolyon had 
convinced him more and more of the supreme unportitnee 
of this nHiiiient in his life, the supreme need for taking 
steps and those n<^ wTong. And. alongside tJie dry and 
a^suoed sense that it was now or never with his self- 
preservation. now or never if he were to range himself 
and found a family, went the secret urge of his senses 
roused by the sight of her who had once been a pas.sionateIy 
desired wife, and the conviction that it was a .sin against 
common sense and the decent secrecy of Forsytes to waste 
the wife he had. 

In tin opinion 01? Winifred’s case. Dreamer, Q,C. — ^lie 
would much have preferred Watcrbuck, but they had 
made him a judge (so late in the day as to rouse the usual 
suspicion of a jxihtical job) — had advised that tliey should 
go forward and obtain restitution of conjugal rights, a 
point whicli to Soames had never been in doubt. When 
they had obtained a decree to tliat effect they must wait 
to see if it w;is olwyed. If not, it would constitute legal 
desertion, and they should obtain evidence of misconduct 
and file their petition for divorce. All of which Soames 
knew peHectly well. Tl^y liad marked him ten aqd one. 
This Smplidty in his sister’s case only made him the 
more desperate abodt the didiculty in ms own. Every- 
thing. in tact, was driving him towards the sirnple solution 
of Irene’s return. If it were still against tlie grain with 
her, had he not feelings to subdue, injury to forgive, pain 
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to forget I He at least had never injured her, and tins was 
a world of compromise 1 He could offer her so much more 
tijan she had now. He would be prepared to make a 
liberal setilJemcnt on her which could not be upset. Uc 
often scrutinised his image in these dat's. He Juid never 
been a peacock like tliat fellow Bartie, of fancied lumself 
a woman's man, but he had a certain belief in his own 
appearance — not' unjustly, for it was well -coupled and 
preserved, neat, healthy, pale, unblemished by dnuk or 
excess of any kind. The Forsyte jaw and the concentratv .n 
of his face were, in liis eyes, virtues. So far a.s he could tell 
tlierc >vas no feature of him which need inspire dislike • 

Thouglits and yearnings, witli which one lives d*iilv 
become natural, even if far-fetched in their inception. U 
he could only give tangible proof enough of his d(‘terraina* 
tion to let bygones by bygones, and to do all in his power 
to please lier, Why should sl^* not come back to him ? 

He entered Oaves and Cortegal's tiicrefore, on the 
morning of Novemtier tlic 9th, ^o buy a certain diamond 
brooai. '' Four twenty -five and dirt cheap, sir, at the 
money. It’s a lady's brcKich." There was tJial ft His mood 
whidi made him a<xept without demur* And he went on 
into the Poultry with the flat green morocco ca.se ii>hM^ 
breast pocket. Several times that day he opened it to 
look at the seven soft shining stones in their velvet oval 
nest, 

“ If the lady doesn’t like it, sir, happy to exchange it 
any time. But tliere s no fear of tliat ’* If only there were 
not ! He got through a vast amount of work, only soottier 
of the nerves he knew, A cablegram came while he was m 
the office with details from the agent in Buenos Aires, and 
the name and addreas of a stewardess who would be 
prepared to swear to what was nccessar)'. It was a timely 
spur to Soames, with his nx^ted distaste for the w'ashing 
of dirty linen in public. And when he set fortli by Under- 
ground to Victoria Station he received a fresh imjjctus 
towards the renew'al of his married life from the account 
in his evening paper of a fashionable divt>rce suit. The 
homing instinct of all true I'oriyte in anxiety and trouble, 
the corporate tendency which keptithem .strung and solid, 
made mm choose^ to dine at Park Lane, He neither could 
nor would breathe a word to his pcopfa of hi.s mien lion — 
too reticent •and proud — but the tnoiight that at least 
they would be glad if they knew, and wish him luck, was 
heakening. 
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James was in lu^ibrious mood, for the fire whicJi the 
impudence of Kruger's ultimatum had lit in him had been 
cold-watcrcd by llic poor success of the last month, and 
t% exhortations to effort in The Times. He dj^n’t know 
where it would end, Soames sought to cheer Hun by the 
continual use df the wofd Buller. But James couldn't 
tell 1 There was 0)lley — ^and he got stuck that hih, and 
this Ladysmith was down in a hollow, and altogether it 
looked to him a “ pretty kettle of fish ; " he thought they 
ought to be sending the sailors — tliey were the chaps, 
they did a lot of go^ in the ('rimea. Soames shifted the 
ground of consolation. Winifred had heard from Val that 
there luid Iwen a “ rag *’ and a Ixmfirc on Guy h'awkes 
Day cat Oxford, and that he had esaiped deter lion by 
blacking his face. 

'* Ah ! " Janies muttered, " he's a clever little chap." 
But he shook his liead shorty afterw-ards, and remarked 
that he didn't know what would become of him, and 
looking WLstfully at his yui, murmured on that S«^aines 
had never had a Ixiy, He would have liked a grandson 
of his cMtf name. And now — well, there it was ! 

Soames flinchccl. He had not extxxted such a challenge 
4o 4iscl<jse the secret in his heart. And Emily, who saw 
him w ince, .said : 

" Nonsense, James ; don't talk like that ! " 

But Jame.s, not looking any one in the face, muttered 
on. There w'ere Roger and Nicholas and Jolyon ; they ail 
had grandsons. And Swithin and Timothy had never 
married. He had done bis best ; but he would soon be- 
gone now. And. as though he had uttered wcuds of 
profound amsolation, he was silent, eating brains with a 
fork and a pitxx? of bread, and swaUtming Uie bread. 

Soames e.\citsed himself directly after dinner. It was 
nolVeally cold, but he put on his fur coat, which sieved to 
fortify him apinsl tlie fits of nervous .shiv'cring to which he 
bad been subject ail day. Subconsciously he knew' that 
he looki-d better thus than in an ordinary black overcoat. 
Then, feeling the morocco case fiat against his lieart, he 
sallied ftflUt He was no snyiker, but he lit a cigarette, and 
smoked it gingerly as ke walked along. He moved slowly 
down the Kow towjprds Knightsbridge, timing himself to 
get to Clieisea at nine-fifteen. Wliat did ime do with herself 
evening after evening in that little hole ? Hc^' mysterious 
women were ! One lived alongside and knew nothing of 
them. Wliat could she have seen in that fellow Bosinney 
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to send her mad ? For there was madness after all in what 
she had done — crazy moonstruck madness, in which aU 
sense of values had been lost, and her life and his life 
ruined ! for a moment he was filled with a soit^if 
exaltation, as though he were a man read of in a story 
who, possessed by the Christian spirit, w'oiikl resb^re to Iier 
all the pnzes of existence, forgiving and forgetting, and 
becoming the godfather of her future. I’ndcr a tree 
opposite Knightsbridge Harracks, where the racxinUght 
struck down clear and white, he took out once more the 
morocco case, and let the beams draw colour fnmi th(^ 
stones. Yes, they were of the first water! Hut. at thei 
hard closing snap of the case, another ccjIcI shiver ran 
through his nerves ; and he walked on faster clenching his 
gloved hands in the pockets of his coat, almost hoping she 
would not be in. The thought of how raysienous .she was 
again beset Jiim. Dining alone tlierc night after night—* in 
an evening dress, too. as if she were making btdievc to be 
in society ! Pla>ing the piano-— to hersflf ! N(»l even a 
dog or (at, so far as he had seen. And lluit reminded him 
suddenly of the mare he kept for station worl^H Maple- 
duriiam. If ever he went to the stable, t^erc she was quite 
alone, half asleep, and yet, on her home journeys 
more freely than on her way out, as if longing to Ix' back 
and lonely in her stiblc 1 “ I would treat her well," he 
thought incoherently. " I would lie very careful," And 
all tiial aipa^ity for home life of which a mocking Fate 
seemed for ever to luive deprived him sw'cllcd sutldenly 
in Sc»araes, so that he dreamed dreams opposite South 
Kensington Sution. In the King's Road a man came 
slithering out of a public house playing a concertina. 
Soames watched him for a moment dance crazily on the 
pavement to lus ow'ii drawling jagged sounds, tlien crossed 
over to avoid contact with this piece of drunken foolery. 
A night in tlie lock-up 1 What asses people were I But 
the man had noticed his movement of avf»idance, and 
streams of genial blasphemy followed him across the street, 
" I hone tlicy’U run liim in," tiiought Soames viciously. 
" To have ruffians like tliaf^ about, with w'omen out 
alone ! • A woman's figure in fiont had induced this 
thought. Her w-ajk seemed (xldly familiar, and when she 
turned the corner'for wdiicJi he was bodnd. iii^ heart began 
to beat. Hc*hastened on to the cf>rner to make certain. 
Yes 1 It was Irene ; he could not mistake her walk in that 
little drab street. She threaded two more turnings, and 
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from the last corner he saw her enter her block of flats. 
To make sure of her now. he ran those few paces, hurried 
up the stairs, and caught her standing at her door. He 
li^rd the latchkey in the lock, and readied her side just 
as she turned round, startled, in tlie open doorway. 

** Don't be akrmed/' he said, breathless. " I happened 
to see you. Let me come in a minute." 

She had put her hand up to her brdast, her face was 
colourless, her eyes widened by alarm. Then seeming 
to master herself, she inclined her head, and said : " Very 
well." 

• Soames closed the door. He, too, had need to recover, 
and when she had passed into the sitting-room, waited a 
full minute, taking deep breath.s to still the beating of his 
heart. At this moment, so fraught w'ith the future, to take 
out that morocco case seemed crude. Yet not tt) take it 
out left him there before hej with no preliminary excuse 
for coming. And in tliis dilemma he was seued with im- 
patience at all this paraDliernalia of excuse and justifica- 
tion. This was a scene— could be n^^thing else, a^id he 
must it. He heard her voice, uncomfortably, 

pathetically soft : 

*1 Why liave you come again ? Didn't you understand 
that 1 w(.)uJd rather you did not ? " 

He noticed her clothes — a dark brown velvet cordurov, 
a sable boa, a snud! round toque of thc5 same. They suited 
her admirably. She had money to .spare Itir dress, 
evidently ! he said abruptly : 

* If.s your birthday. 1 brought you this," and he held 
out to her the green morocco case. 

" Oh 1 Nt>— -no I " 

Soames pressed Uie clasp; the seven stones gleamed 
out on the jxde grey velvet. 

" WJiy not ? " lie said. " Just as a sign that you don't 
bear me ill-feeling any longer." 

" 1 couldn't." 

Soames tcHik it out of tlie case. 

" I..ct me ju.st see how it looks." 

She slirank back. 

He followed, thrusting his hand wdth the broqch in it 
against tlie front of her dress. She shrank again. 

Soames dropped Ads hand. * 

" Irene," he said, " let bygones be bygones. If / can. 
surely you might. Let's begin again, as if notliing had 
been. Won't you ? " His voice was wAstful, and his eyes, 
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resting on her face, had in them a sort of supplication. 

Slie, who was standing literally with her Kick against 
liie wall, gave a little gulp, and that all her answer 
Soamcs^went on : ^ 

(Zan you rciilly want to live all your days lialf dead in 
this little hole ? Come Kick to me, amt l U give you all 
you want. You shall live your owm lile ; 1 swear it." 

He saw her face (juiver ironically. 

" Yes," he repeated. " but 1 mean it this time. I'll 
only ask one thing. I just want — 1 just want a son. Don't 
look like that I f want one. It*s hard." His voice h.ul 
grow'n hurried, so that he hardly knew it for his own, mn\ 
twice he jerked hi.s head back as if struggling for breaiJi 
It was tlie sight of lier eyes fixed on him, dark with a .soit 
of fascinated fright, width pulled him together and 
changed tliat painful inctilierencc to anger. 

" Is it so very unnatunj ? " he .said between his teeth 
" Is it unnatural to want a child from one’s owm wife^ 
You wrecked our life and pi^ this bliglit on everything. 
We* go on only half alive, and without any future, b it so 
very unflattering to you that in spite of cv<!Ppthing I- I 
still w'ant you for my wife ? Speak, for GcHKincs.s‘ s;ike ’ 
do speak.*’ 

Irene seemed to try, but did not succcetl. 

" I don’t want to frighten you," said Soames miu- 
gently. " Heaven knows. 1 only want you to see that 1 
can’t go on like this, 1 want you Kick. I want you." 

Irene raised one liand and covered the Iowit part of 
her face, but her eyes never inovod from his, .is tl*ough 
she trusted in them to keep liim at bay. And iUI tliose 
years, barren and bitter, since — ah I when almost 
since he had first knowm her, surged up in one grcuii wav*- 
of recollection in Soames ; and a spiism that for Ids Ufr 
he could not control constricted his face. 

" It's not too late," he said ; " it’s not —if you’ll only 
believe it." 

Irene uncovered her lips, and K.»th her hands made a 
writhing gesture in front of her brea.st. Soames seizcil 
them. ^ 

" ppn't I " she said under h<y breath. Hut lie slootl 
holding on to them, trying to stare into her eyc*s which 
did not waver.* Then she said quietly : 

" I am alone here. You won't behave again as you 
once behaved." 

Droppmg her liands as though they had been hot irons. 
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he turned away. Was it possible that there could be such 
relentless unforpveness I Could that one act of violent 
possession be still alive within her ? Did it bar him thus 
uitvly ? And doggedly he said, without looking ^p : 

“1 am not going till you've answered me. I am offering 
what few men wcJuld bring themselves to offer, I want a 
—a reasonable answer." ^ 

And almost with surprise he heard her say : 

" You can't have a reasonable answer. Reason has 
nothing to do with it You cam only have the brutal truth : 
I would rather die." 

<^oames stared at her. 

" Oh ! " he said. And there intervened in liim a sort of 
paralysis of speech and movement, the kind of quivering 
which comes when a man has received a deadly insult, 
and does not yet know hoW he is going to take it, or rather 
what it is going to do with hiip. 

" Oh ! "he said again, " as l)ad as that } Indeed ! You 
would rather die. That's pi^tty I " 

" I am sorry. You wanted me to answer. I can't fielp 
the truth, *< 1^0 I ? " 

At that queer spiritual appeal Soames turned for relief 
to actuality. He snapped the brooch kick into its case 
and put It in hi.s pocket. 

" The truth 1 " he said ; “ there's no such thing with 
women . It's nerves — nerves. ' ' 

He heard the wiiisjuT : 

"Yes; nerves d»m‘t lie. Haven't you discovered 
tliat^^ " He wa,s silent, obse.s.sed by tlie thought : " I will 
hate this woman, I will hate her." Tluit was the trouble ! 
If only he could ! He sliot a glance at her who stood 
unmoving against the wall with her head up and her 
hands clasped, for all the world as if she were going to 
l»e siiot. And he said <iuickiy : 

" 1 don't believe a word of it. You have a lover. If 
you hadn’t, you wouldn't In? such a — such a little idiot." 
He was conscious, before the expression in her eyes, that 
he had uttered something of a non-scquitur. and dropped 
back too abruptly into the vc^^bal freedom of his coimuDuil 
days. He turned away lo Ute dcK*r. But he could sot go 
out St)racthing within him — that most deep and secret 
Forsyte quality, the *tmix>ssibilily of letting go, the im- 
possibility of ^irsg the fantastic and forlorw nature of 
lus own tenacity— prevented him. He turned about again, 
and there stoiVl. with his back against the dtwr, as hers 
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was against the waJl oppcmte. quite unconscious of anythin, 
ridiculous in thu; separation by the %vholc widtii of t!i 
room. 

Do j'ou ever think of anybody but >*<nirfw*lf ? " he^n] 

Irene s lijis quivered ; then she answ/jmi slowly ; 

“ Do you ever think that J found out my mistake—mj 
hopeless, terrible nnstake—lhe ver\f first wcc'k ot t»u 
mamage ; that 1 went on trying three years — you knov 
I went on trying ? Wiis it for myself ? " 

Soames gritted his teeth. “ C^iod knows what it w.is 
I've never underst<MHi you ; I shall never understam 
you. You had cvervthtng you wanted ; and you am 
It ag;un. and more. What s the matter with me ? i as! 
you a pLiin que.stion : Winit is it ^ " Uncon.sc lous of tin 
patiios in that inquiry, lie went on pa.ssion.\tely : " I n 
not lame. I'm not latthsomc. I'm not a I'n‘ 

not a f<K>l. What is it ? ^^lat .s the m\»stiTy aliout me ? ‘ 

Her answer was a long sigh. 

He clasped his hands withji gesture Ujpiit for lum ww 
strangely bill of expression. ‘^Wiien I came here to-night 
1 was — i hofx’d — I meant e\‘crything that ^%uild to tic 
awav with the past, and start fair agiuo. And you meet 
me with ' nerves,' and sdeiue, and sighs. There's nothing 
tangible. It's Uke—it's like a .spider's web." 

’■ Yes." 

That w'hispcr from acr^ws the rotini maddened S<mmes 
afresh. 

" Wei], I don't choose to be in a spider's web. Ml cut 
it." He walked .straight up to her. " Now I " What hr 
had gone up to her to do lie really did not know*. Hut wlien 
he was dose, the old timihar scent of her dotiies Hiiddenly 
afit5c'ted him. He put his hands t«i her shoulders and lienl 
forward to ki5u» her. He kissed n(»t her lips, but a little 
hard line wliere Uic lips luid been drawn in ; then Im face 
was pressed away by her hands ; he hcsaid lier say : 
" Oh ! No I" Shame, < (nnpuriciioii, sense of fiidhty 
fi(X)ded his whole being, he turned on lus heel and went 
bUaight out. 
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CHAPTER III 

VISIT TO IRENE 

JoLYON found Jurte waiting on the platform at Padding- 
ton. She had received Jiis teJegram while at brcakhist. 
Her abode—a studio and two bedrooms in a St. John's 
Wood garden — had been selected by her for the complete 
independence which it guaranteed. Unwatched^ by Mrs. 
Grundy, unhindered by pennanent domestics, .she could 
receive lame ducks at any hour of day or night, and not 
seldom liad a duck without studio of its own made use of 
June's. She enjoyed her freedom, and possessed herself 
with a sort of virginal pas.sion ; the warmth which she 
would have lavished on Kosinney, and of which — given 
her Forsyte tenacity — he must-surely have tired, she now 
<‘Xpende(l in championship of me underdogs and budding 
" geniuses " of the artistic ^world. She lived, in fact, to 
turn ducks ip to the swans she believed they were. The 
very fervdtfi* of her protection warped her judgments. 
Hut she was loyal fyul liberal ; her small eager hand was 
eveutgainst the oppressions of academic and commercial 
opinion, and though her income was considerable, her bank 
balance was often a minus quantity. 

She had come to Paddington Station heated in her soul 
by a visit to Krk ('ol)l»lcy, A mLserable Gallery had 
refused to let that straight- liaircd genius have liis onc*man 
sliuw* after all. Its impudent manager, after visiting his 
studio. Jiad expressed the opinion tiiat it would only be 
a “ one-horse sm^w from the selling point of view." 'Tliis 
crowning example of commercial cowardice towards her 
favourite lame duck — ^and he so hard up, with a wife and 
twt» children, that he had caused her account to Ixj over- 
drawn — was still making the blofnl glow in her small, 
resolute face, and her rcd-gt>kl hair to shine more than 
ever. She gave her father a hug, and got into a CAb with 
him, liaving as many hsh to fry with him as he with her. 
It became at once a tjuestion^.wliicli would fry them first. 

Jolyon had reached tlir wonls : " My d&ir, I wai^t you 
to a>rae witli me," when, glancing at her face, he perceived 
bv her blue eyes movHug from side to side — like the tail 
of A preoccupied cat — that she was not attcndrig, 

** Had, is it true that 1 absolutely can't get at any of 
my money ? 
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Only the income, fortunately, my low.'" 

*' How perfectly Ixfastly ! Can’t it be d«me somehow ? 
There must be a way. 1 know 1 could btjy a small (‘laJlerv 
for ten tj^ousand jx^unds/’ 

** A small Gallery’,** murmured Julyon, " seems a ntoaext 
desire, lint vour RranflUther foresaw it»" 

’* I think/' esied June vi|forousIy, ** that all this care 
ab^JUt money is awful, when there’s so iiunh in 

tlic world .simply cruslieti out ft»r want of a Ijttlr I shall 
never many’ and have children : why shouldn’t I ix' able 
to do some instead of having it all tied up in ante of 
tliiuRs wlncli will never come c»fl ? " • 

“ Our name is ioirsyte. my dear/' replicil Jolyon in tJie 
ironiCiii voice to wlm fi liis irnjx'tmms thiughter had never 
quite gn»wn atcustomed ; “and Forsytes, you know, are 
people who so settle their projx»rty that their grandchildren 
in case tliey should die befo|jj? thinr parents, have to make 
wills leaving the projxirty tliat will only corac tt) them- 
selves tthen their parents die, you follow thill Nor 
do l! but it’s a fact, anynvay , we live by the principle 
that so long a.s there is a poxsilnlitv of keepiil^^Cidth in 
the family it must not go out ; if you t^c immarned, your 
money goes io ]<»!!>' and Holly and tlu'ir ihildren if they 
in.ury Isn’t it pleasant to laiow tIuU wiiatevcr you d'» 
you can none of you be destitute ^ " 

" Hut can't 1 borrow tlie money ? *' 
jolyon sh<x)k his head. *' You could rent a (kdicry, no 
doubt, if y(t»u could manage it out of your income. ” 

June uttered a contemptuous sound. • 

" 'li'es ; and have no income left to help anvbodt 
with.” 

" My dear child," murmured Jolyon, " wouldn't it 
come io the same tiling r " 

*' No," iiaid June slircw’dly, " I could buy for ten 
thousand ; that would only be four hundred a year. But 
1 slumld have to pay a thousand a year rent, and that 
would only leave me five hundred. If 1 had the Galleiy, 
Dad, think what I could do. I could make h.ric 0.)bbley's 
name in no time, and ever »t^ many otiiers ." 

** Navies wonJi making make ^lemselvcs in time/* 

" Wlien they’re dead." 

" Did you cvftr know anybody Ifving, my dear, im* 
proved by living his name made ? ’’ 

" Yes, you," siid June, pressing hi.s ann. 

Jolyon .started, ? *’ he tliought. "Oh! Ah 1 Now 
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she's g(>ing to ask me to do something. We take it out, 
we Forsytes, each in our different ways." 

June aime closer to him in the cab. 

^'JDarling," she said, " you buy the Gallery, an^l Til pay 
you four hundred a y^r for it Then, {neither of us will 
be any the worse dff. Besides, it's a splendid investment. " 

Jolyon wriggled. " Don't you think, "/he said, " tliat 
for an artist to buy a Gallery is a bit dubious ? 13*. sides, 
ten tliousand pounds is a lump, and I'm not a commerciU 
character." 

June looked at him with admiring appraisement. 

•" Of course you’re not, but you’re awfully business- 
like. And I'm sure we could make it pay. It’ll Uj a perfect 
way of scoring off those wTctched dealers and people." 
And again she squeezed her father’s arm, 

Jolyon's face expressed quizzical despair. 

Where is this desirable Gallery ? Splendidly situated, 
I suppose ? " 

" just off (xKk Street."^ 

* Ah 1 " thought jolyon, " I knew it was just off s5mc- 
where. (‘U* wliat l w^ant out of her\*' 

'* Well, ril thuiJ^of it, but not just now. You remember 
Irene ? I want you to come with me and sec her. Soame.s 
Is after her again. She might be sjifcr if we could give her 
asylum s(»me\vhtTc." 

The word asylum, which he had used by chance, was of 
all most cakuKitcd to rouse June’s intea^sl. 

" Irene I I haven't seen her since ! Of course Td 

lovoto help her." 

U wa# Jolyon’s turn to squeeze her arm, in wann ad- 
miration for this spirited, generous-hearted little creature 
of his liegetting 

" Irene i.s proud," he said, with a sidelong gLince, in 
sudden doubt of June's discretion; "she's difficult to 
help. We must tread gently. This is the place. I wired 
her to cxi>ect us. Let's send up our cards." 

" I can't bear Soaiues," said June as she got out ; " he 
sneers at ever>^hing that isn't successful." 

Irene was in what was called the " Indies' drawing- 
room " of the Piedmonl Hotel. 

Nothing if not morally courageous, June walked 
straight up to her fcinner friend, based her cheek, and 
the two settled down on a sofa never sat vn since the 
hotels foundation. Jolyon could see tliat Irene was 
deeply affected by this simple forgiveness. 
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** So S<»me8 has betrn worr>nng you ? " he said. 

“ 1 had a visit irom him last night ; he wants me tc 
go batk to him." 

" Voiiirc not going, of course ? crie<I June. _ 
Irene sniih*<i kintly and shtx^k her iiead. " But hb 
{HTsition is homble," slie munnured. • 

" It's hi.s own lault ; he ought to have divorced you 
when he could. ” 

Jolyon r«;nieml)ered how ferv^ently in the old days June 
luui that no divt>rcc vvt>uld smirch her dead and 

faithless lover s name 

" Lot us hear what Irene i< going to do," he said. 
lrcne*s lips (piivcred, but she sp<ike calmly 
" I'd better give him ^re^!^ excuse to get rid of me/* 

*‘ How lK*rriblc I ' cried June. 

' Wliat d.M* can 1 do > " 

" Out of the ([uestion." .^id Jfdyon very quietly, ’* i««.s 
amnur." 

He thought -she %v«is goinjLto cry; but, gelling up 
<jin(*kly. sJic* half-turiied her Ixiik on liieriK and stood 
jvgaiiilsifj: <<introl of lierself. 

June s.ud sinMenlv ' 

" Well. I shall go to Stiames and telfhim he must leave 
you alr»ne. What does he want at his age ? '* 

** A <hjl<l lt‘s not unnatural/' 

"A < luid ! ’ cried June scornfully. "Of course! To 
leave la^ munev to. If he w'ant.s one badly enough let 
him lake* .vunelxidy and have one ; then you c;in divorce 
him, and lie can marry her." • 

j(;lvou p<‘rccived suddenly tliat he had marie a mistake 
to bring June —her violent parti/anship was hgliting 
Siuimes' bit tie 

" It wi)uld be l)e.st for Irene to come quietly to us at 
Kobin Hill, and sec how thing'? shape." 

" Of cour>e.'* said June ; " only™ — " 

Irene looked full at Jolyon— in all his many attempts 
;Jterward.s to anah'se that glance lie never could succeed. 

" No ! I should only bring trouble on you all. I vill 
go abrutd ' " ^ 

He .knew fn»m her viiice th^t ttiis was final. The 
irrelevant Uiouglit flashed through him : " Well. I could 
see her there." aiut he said : 

" Don't you Uunk vou would be more liclples.s abroad, 
in case he followed } 

" I don’t know. 1 can but tr>' " 
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June sprang up and paced the room. “ It's all horrible/* 
she said. “ Why should people be tortured and kept 
miserable and helpless year after year by this disgusting 
sai^.timonious law ? ** But some one had com^ into the 
room, and June came to a standstill. Jolyon went up to 
Irene : • 

Do you want money ? ** 

" No." 

** And would you like me to let your flat ? " 

" Yes, Jolyon, please." 

** When sliall you be going ? " 

' " To-morrow." 

" You won't go back there in the meantime, will you ? '* 
This he said with an anxiety strange to liimsclf. 

" No ; I've got all 1 want here." 

" You'll send me your address ? " 

She put out her hand to him* ” I leel you’re a rock.** 

" Built on sand," answered Jolyon, pressing her hand 
hard ; " but it’s a pleasuj;e to do anything, at any time. 

remember that And if you change your mind 1 

Come aloflit June ; say good-bye.*' 

June came from the window and flung her arms round 
Irene. 

" l)on*t think of him,’* she said under her breath ; 
" enjoy yourself, and bless you ! " 

W^ilh a memory of tears in Irene’s eyes, and of a smile 
on her lips, they went away extremely silent, passing 
the lady wiio had interrupted the interview and was 
iurmng over the pa|)crs on the Uible. 

Opp^xsite the National Gallery June exclaimed : 

*‘ Of all undigmhed beasts and horrible laws ! ** 

But Jolyon did not respond. He had something of his 
father's balance, and could see tilings impartially even 
when his emotions were roused. Irene was right ; Soames* 
ixisition was as bad or worse than her own. As for the 
kiw — ^it catered for a human nature of which it took a 
naturally low view. And, feeling that if be stayed in his 
daughter's company he would in one way or another 
Commit an indiscretion, he told her he must catch his train 
iMick to Oxford ; and hailing a cab, left her to Turner’s 
water-colours, with the promise that he would think over 
that Gallery. 

But he thought over Irene instead. Pity? they said, 
w'as akin to love 1 If so he was certainly in danger of 
loving her, for he pitied her profoundly. 'To think of her 
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drifting about Europe so handicapped and lonely I ** I 
hope to goodncj^s she'll keep her head 1" he tliought ; ** site 
might easily grow (lesptrratc." In fact, now that she had 
cut loos^from her jxH>r threads of occupation, he couklu’t 
imagine how she would go on — so beautiful a cmuurc, 
hoiHiless, and fair game (or any one ! U hts exasjjeratiiui 
was more than a-htile fear and jealousy. \\\>mcn thd strange 
things wht‘n they were driven into corners. “ i wonder 
what Soarnes will do now' 1 *' he tliought. " A rotten, 
idiotic slate of things ! And 1 suppose they would say 
it was her own fault “ Verv pretn'cupietl and sore at heart, 
lie got into his tram, nihsUid m.s ticket, and on the platfo»n 
at Oxford took his luit ofi to a lady whose face he st^cined 
to rememt:)er w'ithout being able to put a name to her, not 
even when he saw Iier haMtig tea at the Rainbow. 


CHAfh'ER IV 

WlirRK FORSYTES I'BAR TO TREAJ^^ 

QtuVfc’KiN^,. fnnu the defeat of his ho|^s. with the green 
niurocco case still flat against his hrarl, Siuirncn revolve<i 
thoughts bitter as death. A spider’s web I Walking fast, 
and ni^ting nothing in the mrionlight, he hroothnl over the 
scene he had lH‘en through, over the memory of her 
figure rigid in his grasp. And the more he bruHled, the 
more cermn he l>ecame Uiat she had a lover - her words, 
“ 1 would scMiner die! " w'ere ridiculous if she hadifiot. 
Even if she had never loved him. she had made no fusa 
until JJosvnney came on the wdie. No ; she w%as m love 
again, or she wouiil not have made that mehKjramatic 
answer to Jus pH)posc'U. winch in all the circumstances was 
reasonable! Very well! That simplified mat tei'> 

'* I'll take steps to know wdierc I am," he thought j " I’ll 
go to Policed 's the first tlnng to-morrow morning " 

But even in fonning that resolution he knew he would 
have trouble with himself. He had empK>yed Pulleed's 
agency several limes in Uie rpuline of his profession, even 
quite Ulcly over Dariic’s case, bu^he had never tliought it 
possible to employ them to watch hes own wife, 
it was too moulting to liimsclf ! 

He slept iiver tliat project and hi-s wounded pride— or 
rather, kept slgil. Only while shaving did he suddenly 
remember that she called herself by her maiden name of 
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Heron. Poltced would not know, at first at all events, 
whose wife she was. would not look at him obseqtdously 
and leer behind bis back. She would just be the wife of 
one,,of his clients. And that would be true — fqj- was he 
not his own solicitor ? 

He was literaKy afraid not to put his design into 
execution at the first possible moment, lest, after all, he 
might fail himself. And making Warmson bring him an 
early cup of coffee, he stoic out of the house before the 
hour of breakfast. He walked rapidly to one of those 
small West End streets where Polteed's and other firms 
ninistered to the virtues of the wealthier classes. Hitherto 
he had always had Polteed to see him in the Poultry ; but 
he well knew their address, and reached it at the opening 
liour. In the outer office, a room furnished so cosily that 
it might have been a money-lender’s, he was attended by 
a lady who might have been ^ schoolmistress. 

*’ 1 wish to see Mr. Claud Policed. He knows me — 
never mind my name." ^ 

To keci^verybody from knowing that he, Sotimes 
Forsyte, reduced to having his wife spied on, was the 
overpowering con^deralion. 

Mr. Claud Poltced — so different from Mr. Lewis Polteed 
—was one of those men with dark hair, slightly curved 
noses, and quick brown eyes, wlio might be taken ft*r 
Jews but are really Phoenicians ; he received Soames in 
a room huslied by thickness of carpet and curtains. It 
w'iis, in fact, confidentially furnished, witJiout trace of 
document anywhere to be seen. 

Greeting Soames deferentially, he turned tlic key in 
the only tloor with a certain ostcnhition. 

" If a client sends for me," he was in the habit of saying, 
" he takes what precaution he likes. If he oomes liere, 
we convince him tliat we have no Icakjigcs. 1 may safely 
say we lead in security if in nothing else. . . , Now, sir, 
what can 1 do for you ? " 

Soames’ gorge had risen so that he could hardly speak. 
It was abiKilutely necessary to hide from tliis nian that 
he had any but professionaj^y'terest in the matter ; and, 
mechanically, liis face turned its sideway smile. * 

" i vc come to you early like tliis because there’s not 
an hour to l<»se " — if he lost an hour he might fail himself 
yet I " Have you a really irustw^orthy womrn free } " 

Mr. Polteed unlocked a drawer, produced a memoran- 
dum, ran his eyes over it, and locked the drawer up again. 
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** Yes/* he said : the very woman/* 

Soames had seated himself and crossed his legs— nothin* 
but a faint hush, which might liave been his normal 
complexipn. betrayed him. 

“ Sud her oflf at once. then, to watcli a Mrs. Irene I flron 
of Elat C, 'I'riiro Mansions, Chelsea, tilh further notice.’* 

*' I^ccisely/‘ said Mr. I’olteed ; ** divr)rce, 1 presume ? " 
And he blew into a spcaking*tubc. " Mrs. Hlarich in ? I 
sliall want to spt'ak to her in ten minutes." 

'* Deal with any reports yourself," resumed Soame.n, 
" and send them to me jxTwmally. marked con tide nti*il, 
sealed and registered. My client exacts the utm<j»t 
strcrecy." 

Mr.* P<»lteed smiled, ius though saying. *' You are 
teaching your grandmother, my dear sir ; " and his eyes 
sli<l over Soames' face fnr one unprofessional instint. 

" Make his mind perfectly easy." he said. " Do you 
smoke ? " 

" No," said Soames. " Understand me : Nothing may 
cornti of this. If a name gc6 out, or thc^atdiing (a 
suspected, it may have very serious consequrln:€.s.’* 

Mr. I’olteed nodded. " \ can put it into the cipher 
category. Under tliat iiystem a name il never mentioned ; 
we work by numlxjrs." 

He unlocked another drawer and took out two .siij)8 of 
paper, wrote on tlicm, and hande<i one to Soames. 

" Keep that, sir ; it's your key. I retain this duplicate. 
The case we'll c*ill yx. The party watched will oe 17 ; 
the watdicr 19 ; the Mansions 2$ ; yourself — I shouldisav, 
your firm — 31 ; my linn 32 ; mwlf 2. In case you should 
Iiave to mention your client in writing I have called him 
;^3 ; any pers<m we susjM'ct will be 47 ; a secomi person 
51. Any special hint or instruction while we're aUuit it ? " 

" No/* said Soames ; " tliat is — every couMderation 
compatible,'’ 

Again Mr. Polteed nodded. " Expense ? *' 

Soames shrugged. *' In reason/’ he answered curtly, and 
got up. " Keep it entirely in your own hands." 

" Entirely/* said Mr. ijplteed, appearing suddenly 
between him and the door. ^ I sl^ be seeing you in that 
c^tlier case before long, Good-mommg. sir." His eye slid 
unprofe*«onall/over Soames once more, and he unlocked! 
the door. • 

" G<xid-monimg/* said Soames, looking neither to right 
nor left. 
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Out in the street he swore deeply, quietly, to himself. 
A spider's web, and to cut it he must use this spidery, 
secret, unclean method, so utterly repugnant to one who 
reg«ydcd ius private life as his most sacred ^iece of 
property. But the die was cast, he could not go back. 
And he went on into the Poultry, and locked away the 
green morocco case and tlie key to that cipher destined to 
make crystal*clcar his domestic bankruptcy. 

Odd tnat one whose life was spent in bringing to the 
public eye all the private coils of property, the domestic 
disagreements of others, should dread so utterly the public 
eyte turned on his own ; and yet not odd, for who should 
know so well as he the whole unfeeling process of legal 
regulation. 

He worked hard all day, Winifred was due at four 
o'clock ; he was to take her dowm to a conference in the 
Temple with Dreamer Q.C.. an^l waiting for her lie rc-read 
the letter he had cau.sed her to write the day of Dartie’s 
departure, requiring liim t^> return. 

“ DEAR^lfoNTAauE, — I liavc received your letter with 
tlie news that you^have left me for ever and are on your 
way to Buenos Airfe. It lias naturally been a great shock. 
Ifarn taking this earliest opportunity of w*riting to tell you 
that 1 am prepared to let bygones be bygones if you will 
return to me at once. I beg you to do .so. I am very 
much upset, and will not say any more now. I am sending 
this letter registered to Uie address you left at your Club. 
Please cable to me. 

** Your still affectionate wife, 

" Winifred Dartie.** 

Ugh I WHiat humbug I He remembered leaning over 
Winifred while she copied what he had pencilled, and 
how she had said, laying down her pen, " SupjHise he 
comes, Soames ! " in such a strange tone of voice, as if 
she did not know her own mind. '' He won't come," he 
had answered, " till he's spent his money. 7'hat's why we 
must act at once." Annexed to tlie copy of that letter 
was the original of Dartie 's drunken scrawl from the 
Iseeum Club. Soame.^ could liave wi.shed it had not been 
so manifestly penned m liquor. Just the ^rt of thing the 
Court would pitch on. He seemed to bear tfie Judge's 
voice say : " You took this seriously 1 Seriously enough 
to write him as you did ? Do you think he meant it ? " 
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never mind ! The fact was clear that Dartic had sailetl 
and had not returncti. Annexed aljwj was hiN t.ablc<t 
answer: Imjwssible return. Dartie.’' Stamc* ‘.h(K»k his 

head. If the wl^ole thinj; were n<il dispoisiHl (d Avjthn^thf 
next few months the fellow would luni up ajtain like a wd 
penny. It saved a thousand a year at i'ast ti» ^ei nt! of 
Ihm. lx?sidcs all the worry to Wintfretl and his father 
"I must stitlen Dreamers batk, * he thought; ” wr 
must pusli it on.” 

Winifred, who had jidi>]ded a kind of half-Tnounnng 
which became her fair hair a*»d tall hgute very well, 
arnved in James’ bjifout he drawn by James' f>air. iso»im«s 
iiad not seen it in tlie ( tty .since his father retirctl from 
bnsmess five years ago, and its intoijgruity gave him a 
^ho^:k ” Tunes are < lianging.” he thought ; ” tme dr>esn't 
know what 'll go next!” Top' hats even were searcer 
He inquired after Vid. V’.i^ said Wimfred. wrote that he 
wus going to play polo next term. She ihouglit he was in 
a very gcxxl set. She added yith fashional)ly disguised 
anxrcty : ” Will tlicre lx* much publu iiy alsmt my athur. 
Stwitnes ? Must it l>e in Uie ? It's st.) ewu] lor him, 

and the prls.” 

With lii.s emn calimity all raw' wfUiin him, Soames 
answered : 

” The papcTs are a pushing lot ; its very di then It to 
keep tilings out. They jjretend tu l>e guarding the publu/s 
morals, and they corrupt them w'itJi their lieastly reports. 
Hut we haven't got t<i that yet. We re only .seeing Dn-umer 
to-day on tJie restitution question. Uf umrsc he umier- 
stands that it’s to lead to a divorce ; but you must .seem 
genuinely anxious to get Dariie biick— you might practice 
thiit attitude to-day.” 

Winifred sighed. 

*■ Oh ! Wliiit a clown Monty’s been," she said. 

Somes gave her a sharp Ux»k It was c lear to him tliat 
she could not take her Dartie seriously, and would go b^k 
on the whole thing if given half a chance His ow n Instinct 
Ijad been firm in thif. matter from the hrst. To save a 
little suindal now would onl^' bring on his sister and her 
children real disgrace and perhaps rum later on if Dartie 
were allowed to *. mg on to them, going <lownliill and 
sixmding the nfoney James woukf leave Iits daughter. 
I hough it ft'ds ail tied up, tlwl fellow would milk the 
st'ttlcments somehow, and make his family pay through 
the nose to keep him out of barokruptcy or even perbap> 
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gaol 1 They left the shining carriage, with the shining 
horses and the shining-hatted servants on the Embjuik* 
ment, and walked up to Dreamer Q.C/s Chambers i£ 
Crown Office Row. 

“*Mr. Bellby is here, sir,” said the clerk ; ” Mr. Dreamer 
will be ten mmutts.” 

Mr. Bellby, the junior — ^not as junior as he might have 
been, for Soames only employed barristers of established 
reputation ; it was. indeed, something of a m 3 retery to 
him how banisters ever managed to establish that w'hich 
made him employ them — Mr. Bellby was seated, taking a 
fmal glance tlirough his papers. He had come from 
Court, and was in wig and gown, which suited a nose 
jutting out like the handle of a tiny pump, his small, 
shrewd, blue eyes, and rather protruding lower lip — no 
better man to .supplement and stiffen Dreamer. 

The introduction to W inifred accomplished, they leaped 
the weather and spoke of the war. Soames interrupted 
suddenly : , 

'* If he ^esn’t comply we can't bring proceecfings 
for six months. 1 want to get on witli the matter. 
licUby.” 

Mr. Bellby. who had the ghost of an Irish brogue, smiled 
at Winifred and munnured : ” The Law's delays, Mrs. 
Darlie." 

” Six months I ” repeated Soames ; ” it’ll drive it up to 
June ! We shan't get the suit on till after the long vaca- 
tion. Wc must put tlic screw on. Bellby ” — lie would 
liav* all his work cut out to ket»p Winifred up to the 
scratch. 

” Mr. Dreamer will you now, sir.” 

They filed in, Mr. Bellby going first, and Soames escort- 
ing^Winifred after au interval of one minute by his watch. 

Dreamer Q.C., in a gown but divested of wig. was 
standing before tlie fire, as if this conference were in the 
nature of a treat ; he had the leathery, rather oily com- 
plexion which goes with great learning, a considerable nose 
witli glasses {perched on it, and little greyish whiskers ; he 
luxumted in the perpetual /locking of one eye, and the 
concealment of his iowc( witit his upper lip, w’iiich gave a 
smothered tuni to his ^ijeecli. He had a way, too, of coming 
suddenly round the comer ou the person he was talking 
to ; this, with a disconcerting tone of voice, And a habit 
of growling before he began to smak — had secured a 
reputation second in l^obate and Divorce to very few. 
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Having listened, eye cocked, to Mr. Bellby's breezy re- 
^pitulation oi the facts, he growled, and said : 

^ I kno«r all tliat ; *' and coming round the comer at 
Winifred, smothers i the words : 

We want to get him hack, don't we. Mrs. Dart# ? " 
Soames interposed shaiply ; # 

“ My sister's p<isitian. of course, is intolerable." 

Dreamer growled. " Exactly. Now, can we rely on the 
aibied refusal, or must we wait till after Christmas to give 
him a chance to have written — that's the point, isn’t it .J* " 

" T)ie sooner *' Soames began. 

" What do you say, Bellby ? " .s»iid Dreamer, comiig 
round his comer. 

Mr Bellby seemed to sniff the air hke a hound. 

“ We won't be on till the middle of DecembtT. WeVe 
no need to give urn more rt»pe tlian that." 

" No," siud ScMtucs, ‘ ^'hy should my sister be in- 

coinmodfd by his clnv^sing to go " 

‘*^To Jericho ! " S4ud Drean^r, again coming round his 
corner : " quite so. IVc'pIc oughtn't to go to Jericho, 
ought they, Mis, Dartie f " And he rai.sed ms gown into 
a sort of f.iiH.iiI "1 agreed We can go forward. Is there 
anything more ^ " • 

" Nothing at pre.sent," scud Schemes meaningly ; '* I 
wanted you to see rny sister." 

Dreamer growled softly : " Dcdighted. Gtxjd-evening I ” 
And let fall the protec Ui»n of hi.s g<jwii. 

They filed <»ut, Winifred went down the stairs. Scwimes 
lingerrd. In sjate of himself he was impressed by Urcjifner. 

The evidence is all ngiu. 1 think." he said to Itcliby. 

" fVtween cHirseivcjs, if we don’t gel the thing tiirough 
cjmi k, we never may. D'you think he undersiamN that ? " 

" I'll make urn," siud Ik'llby. *' CcxkI man though - 
grxxl man." 

Soames ncxlded anil lustened after his sister. He found 
her in a draught, biting her lips behind her veil, and at 
once siiid ; 

*' ri^e ex'idence of the stewardess will Ix! very* complete." 
U ii!ifrc'd'> face hardened ;,bhe drew herself up, and they 
walked to the carriage. And, all through tint silent drive 
biick to Green Street, the .souls of Jxnh of them revolved 
a single thought ; " Wliy, oh ! why should 1 have to 
cxp*.^ myenisfortunc to the public like this ? Why have 
l<» employ sfaes to pcfer into my private troubles ? They 
were not of my making." 
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CHAPTER V 

JOLLY SITS IN JUDGMENT 

The possessive instinct, which, so determinedly balked, 
was animating two members of the Forsyte family towards 
riddance of what they could no longer possess, was harden- 
ing daily in the British body politic. Nicholas, originally 
so doubtful concerning a war which must affect property, 
Imd been heard to say that these Boers were a pig-headed 
lot ; they were causing a lot of expense, and the sooner 
they had their less(jn the better. He would semi out 
Wolseley 1 Seeing always a little further than other 
people — wlicnce the most considerable fortune of all the 
Forsytes — he had perceived ^ready that Buller was not 
the man — *' a bull of a chnp, who just went butting, and 
if they' didn't look out I^jlysmith %vould fall."' This was 
early in I)<'cemlK’r, so that when Black Week camd, he 
wjis cnablca to say to everybody : "1 told you so.” 
During that week of glcnim such as no Forsyte could 
remember, very ybung Nicholas attended so many drills 
in his corps, ” 'l‘he l)evir.s Own,” that young Nicholas 
consulted the family physician about his son’s health and 
was alarmed to find that he was perfectly sound. The 
boy had only just eaten his dinners and been called to 
the bar, at stnne expense, and it was in a way a nightmare 
to his father and mother tliat he should l)e playing with 
military efficiency at a time when military etTiciency in the 
civiliaii population might conceivably be wanted. His 
grandfather, of course, pooh-poohed the notion, too 
thoroughly educated in the feeling that no Britisli war 
could b<* othi^r tluin little and professional, and profoundly 
dUtrust/ul of ImptTial commitments, by which, moreover, 
he stood to lasc, for he owned Dc Beers, now' going down 
fast, more lliau a sufficient sacrifice on tlie part of his 
grandson. 

At Oxford, however, ratljer different sentiments pre- 
vailed. The inherent effervescence of conglomerate vouth 
had. during the two^ months of the term before Black 
Wedt, been gradual!}? crystallising out into vivid opposi- 
tions, Normal adolescence, ever in England of a con- 
servative tendency, though not taking things too seriously, 
was vehement lor a fight to a finish and a good licking for 
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the Boers. Of thi.s larger faction Val Dartie was naturally 
a member. Radical youth, oa the other hatid, a small but 
perhaps more vcKal body, was for stopping the war and 
giving tltc Boers autonomy. Until Black Week, liowpvcr, 
the groups were amorphous, without sharp alges; and 
argument remained but academic. JolK' was onr t>{ Uiose 
who knew not where lie stood. A streak of Ins grand- 
father old Jnlyon's \ovc of justice prevented him fnun 
seeing one side only Moreover, in his s<‘t of " the Ixssl ” 
there was a " jumping-jesus of extremelv advanced 
opinions and some persomil magnetism. Jolly wavered 
His fnthtT. too. seemed doubtful in his views ,%id 
tliough, as was proper at the age of twenty, he kqd a 
sharp cy<' on hts father, watihfiil for defects winch might 
still be reintdied, still that father liad an *' air ” which 
gave a sort of glamour tt» his cree<l c»f ironic tolerance 
Artists, (d cour>e. were npioruiusly Hamlet-hke, and tt> 
tins extent one must discount ff>r one's father, even if 
one loved him But Jolvon's^^rigutal view, that to “ put 
yoifr nose in wJine ycni aren't wanted " (as ^le Uitianoers 
liad done) “ and then work the ora<le till you get on toj» 
IS not Ixung quite the ilean potato.*' had, whether founded 
m fatl <<r no, a certain attrattion for hi.s son. who tliought 
a deal about gentility (hi tlie other harul lolly tould not 
abide such as his set called “ cranks ’ and Val'.s set called 
" smugs." so that he was still balancing when the dock 
of Hli(k W’etk struck. One- two- thrcc^ came Uiose 
(tminous repulse5i at SturmlxTg. Magersfontein. Colenso. 
The sturdy English soul reacting after the first tnetj, 
"Ah! but Methuen!" after the setond : ’‘Ah! but 
Duller! " theti, in mspissaU'd gh»oni. hardened. And Jolly 
.viid to himself : " mi, damn it ! WVve got to In k the 
beggars now : I don't care whether we re right or wrong." 
.\nd, if he h.id known it, liis father waa timiking the same 
thought, • 

That next Sunday, list of the term, Jolly w;i.s bidden 
to wine with " one of the In’st." After the s<x.ond toant, 
" Bulier and damnation to the ik>ers/’ drunk— no heel 
taps — in the adlege Burgundy, he noticed that Vai Dartie, 
also a guest. w<is hniking at "him with a grin and saying 
something to his neighbour. He* was sure it W'a» dis 
paraging The* last hoy in the world to make hijn?*rlf 
ccmspicuotti or cause public disturbance. Jolly grew rather 
red and .shut his hiis The queer hostility lie had always 
felt towards his wcond cousin was strongly and suddenly 
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reinforced. All right I he thought, “ you wait, my 
friend ! " More wine than was good for him, as the custom 
was, lielped him to remember, when they all trooped forth 
to a secluded spot, to touch Val on the arm. 

" what did you say about me in there ? ” 

*' Mayn’t I say what I like ? ** 

“ No.” 

” Well, I said you were a pro-Boer — and so you are I ” 
** You're a liar 1 ” 

” D'you want a row ? ” 

” Of course, but not here ; in the garden.” 

All right. Come on.” 

They went, eyeing each other askance, unsteady, and 
unflinching ; they climbed tlie garden railings. The spikes 
cm the top slightly ripped Val's sleeve, and occupied his 
mind. Jolly's mind was occupied by the thought that they 
were going to fight in the prcyincts of a coUege foreign 
to them lx)th. It was not Uie tiling, but never mind — ^the 
young beast ! ^ 

They over the grass into very nearly darkness, 

and took off their coats. 

” You're not screwed, are you ? " said Jolly suddenly. 
” 1 can't figlit you if you're screwed.” 

” No more tnan voii.” 

” All right then/' 

Without shaking hands, they put themselves at once 
into postures of defence. They had drunk toc) much for 
science, and .so were especiallv careful to as.sumc correct 
attitiKles, until Jolly smote Val almcxst accidentally ou the 
nose. After that it was all a dark and ugly scrimmage in 
the deep shadow of tlie old trees, with no one to call 
” time,/ till, battered and blown, tliey uncUnched and 
staggered back trom each other, as a voice said : 

” Your names, young genriemen ? ” 

At tills blaml quer\ i>^iken from i>idcr Uie lamp at the 
garden jpite. like some clemand of a god, their nerves gave 
way, and snatc:hing up their coats, they ran at the railings, 
slunn«^ up them, and made for the secluded spot whence 
they had isesued to the fight. Here, in dim light, they 
mopped their faces, and without a word walked, ten, paces 
apart, to the college gale. They went out silently, Val 
going tow^ards the Broad along the Brewin', Joll)- down 
the lane towards the High. Hts head, still ^med. was 
busy with regret that he had not displayed more iscicnce, 
passing in review the counters and knockout blows whidi 
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he had not delivered. His mind strayed on to an imagined 
combat, infinitely unlike that which he had just been 
through, infinitely gallant, witli sash and sword, with 
thrust and parry, as if he were in the pages of his l^ved 
Dumas. He fancied himself La Mole, and Ariimi-*, mssy, 
Giicot, and DArtigrian rolled into oner but be quite failed 
to envisiige Vad as Ox onnas, Brissac. or Kochefort. The 
fellow wiis just a confounded cousin who didn't come up 
to G>cker. Never mind \ He Ijad given him one or two. 
" Prolkxir ! " The word still rankled, and thoughts of 
enlisting lostled liis aching head ; of riding over Uic veldt, 
finng gallantly, while tJie Boers roIl<‘d over like rabbits. 
And. turning up his smarting eyes, lie saw the stars 
shining between the housetops of the High, and hinn^elf 
lying out on the Karoo (whatever that was) rolled in a 
blanket, with his riile ready ‘and lu.s gaze fixed on a 
glittenng heaven. « 

He had a fearful " hei^l ” next morning. W'hich he 
dmtored, as Ixxame one c»t "»thc lx‘st." by .s iaking it in 
cold w'ater. brt‘wmg strong coffee wliicli he cq^i 1 not drink, 
and only sipping a little Ihck at lunch. The legt'nd that 
“ some iool " had run into him round a corner accounted 
for a bruwc on hi.s cheek. He would on no ai count have 
mentioned the figlit. for. on second thought.s, it fell far 
short of hi.«i standards. 

The next day he went " down.*’ and travelled through 
to K<»bin Hill. NolxKiy was there but June and Holly, 
for his father had gone to Pans. He .spent a re.stlcss and 
iinsetilcd vacaUem. quite out of touch with either <ff hi.s 
sillers. June, indeed was occupied with lame ducks, 
whom, as a rule. Jolly c<iu!d not stand, especially that 
Enc Ojbbley and lus family, " hopeless outsi<lers." who 
were alw^ays Uttering up the house in the vficatitui. And 
between lioUv and ninwclf there was a strange division, 
as if she were Wginnwg to have opinions of hvi own, whu h 
was Si* unnecessary. He punched \’iciou,sIy at a bill, rmle 
furiously but alone in Richmond Park, making a point of 
junqnng tlic still, high hurdles put up to close certain 
worn avenues of grass -keeping his nerve in. he. called it. 
Jolly i»'as more afraid of bung ai^'aid than most U^ys are. 
He bought a rilk hx), and put a g-ange up in the home 
field, shooting ticross the pond jnl»> the tiu hen -garden 
wall, to thw peril of tlie gardeners, with the thought that 
some day. perhaps, he would enlist and save ikmth Ainoi 
for his country, in fact, now* that tiicy were apixjahuf; 
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for Yeomanry recruits the boy was thoroughly upset. 
Ought he to go ? None of “ the best," so far as he knew — 
and he was in correspondence with several — ^were thinking 
of jojning. If they had been making a move he would have 
gone at once — very competitive, and with a strong sense 
of form, he could not bear to be left behind in anything — 
but to do it off liis own bat miglit look like " swagger : " 
l)ecause, of course, it wasn't really necessary. Besides he 
did not want to go, for the other sicie of tliis young Forsyte 
recoiled from leaping before he looked. It was altogether 
mixed pickles within him, hot and sickly pickles, and he 
b€Fjame quite unlike his serene and rather lordly self. 

And then one day he saw that which moved him to 
uneasy wrath — two riders, in a glade of the Park close to 
the Ham Gate, of wlioni she on the left-hand was most 
assuredly Holly on her siK'er roan, and he on the right- 
hand as assuredly that " squirt " Val Dartie. His first 
impulse was to urge on his own horse and demand the 
meaning t»f this portent, tell the fellow to " bunk," and 
take f lolly Iir*me. His second — to feel that he would fook 
a fool if they refused. He reined his horse in behind a tree, 
then perceived that it was equally impossible to spy on 
them. Nothing foV it but to go home and await her 
coming i Sneaking out with that young bounder I He 
could not ctmsult with June, because she had gone up 
that morning m the tram of Eric Cobblev and his lot. 
And his father was still in " that rotten Paris." He felt 
that this was emphatically one of those moments for which 
he had trained himself assiduously, at school, where he 
and a boy called Brent had frequently set fire to news- 
papers and placed them in the centre of their studies to 
accustom them to coolness in moments of danger. He 
did not feel at all cool waiting in the stableyard idly 
stroking the dog Balthasar, who queasy as an old fat 
monk, and sad in the absence of his master, turned up his 
face, panting with gratitude for this attention. It was 
half an hour before Holly came, flushed and ever so much 
prettier than slie had any right to look. He saw her look 
at him quickly— guiltily of ctnirse — then followtrd her in, 
and taking her iirm conducted her into what had been 
their gnindfather’s study. Tlic room, not much used now, 
was still vaguely haunted fiir tliem both by a presence 
with which they associated tenderness, large drooping 
white moustaches, the scent of cigar smoke and laughter. 
Here Jolly in the prime of his youth, before lie went to 
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school at all, had been wont to wrestle with his grandfather, 
who even at eighty had an irresistible luibu of cftH)king his 
leg. Here Hcdly, perched on tJic arm of the great leallier 
chair, had stroked h;uf cur\'iog silver^■ over an ear into 
w'hicli she would whis|>er secrets. Through that winflow 
they had all three sallied times wdthtml ^lumlier to tneket 
on tlie law’n, and a mysterious game calktl " Wopsy- 
doozlc." not to lx* undefsKxxl by ootsiders. which made 
old Jolyon very hot. Here once cm a wami.niglil Hollv 
had apfXMred in her ” iiiglity." Iiaving had a bad dream, 
to have the clutch of it reieasith Ami here Joilv. having 
begun the day Uully by intnMiucing fi//y !nagne.Ma inW 
Mademoi.sclle rVauce's new-htid egg. and gone on to 
worse, had lH*<‘n sent down (in the aWiice of his f.ithcr) 
to the ensuing dialogue : 

" Now, my lx)y, vou mustn't go on like this.** 

“ Well, she Ixixed inv ear^, (ir.tn, .so 1 only Ix'XtHl hers, 
ami then she lx»xed mine again.'* 

“ Strike a lady t That'll ueyr df> 1 Have you Ix'gged 
her /lardoii ? *' ’ ^ 

*’ Not yet," 

" riien you must go and do it at once. Come along." 
** But she K'gan it, (Iran ; and she hati two to my one.'* 
" Mv dear, it was an outrageou.s thing to do '* 

" Well, she h>st her temper . and 1 didn’t lose mine." 
" C<<me along " 

" You (cunc tiKi, then. f»ran." 

" Well- this lime only. 

And they had gone hand in hand. • 

Here — where tlie Waverley novHs and Bvron's wrorks 
and (iibbon's Ho>mn hrnpirf and HunilKildt’s Co^mo!^. 
and the bronzes on tlie mantelpiece, and that masterpiece 
of the oily scIkxiI. “ Dutch h’lshing-Boats at Sim.Hct,*' were 
fixed as late, ancl for all sign <»f change tdd Jolyon might 
have Uxin sitting thci% still, with legs crossed, m the amv 
( hair, and domed forehead and deep eyes grave almve 

/ iu Tiffuti here they tame, Uiose tw’o grandchildren. 

And Jolly Siiid : 

" I saw you and that felloe* in the Park " 

The eiight of bl(x.^d rushing intp her < heeks gave him 
some s,Atisfaction ♦ she ou^ht to lie g.s)utmed ! 

* Well ? ’* she* said. 

Jolly was surprised ; he had exfxcted more, or le,ss. 

' Do you know," he said weightily, '* that he called 
ffne a pro-H<x»r last term " And I liad to fight him," 
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" Who won ? " 

Jolly wished to answer : I should have/* but it seemed 
beneath him. 

" Look here ! " he said, " what's the meaning of it ? 
WiTOOut telling anybody ! '* 

" Why should k? Dad isn't here ; why shouldn’t I ride 
with him ? " 

" You've got me to ride with. I think he's an awful 
young rotter." 

Holly went pale with anger. 

"He isn't. It's your own fault for not liking liim." 
cAnd slipping past her brother she went out, leaving 
him staring at the bron^se Venus sitting on a tortoise, 
which had been shielded from him so far by hLs sister's 
dark head under her soft felt riding hat. He felt queeriy 
disturbed, shaken to his' young foundations. A lifelong 
dominion ky shattered rouFd his feet. He went up 
to the Venus and mecliauically inspected the tortoise. 
Why didn't he like Val, Dartie ? He could not ^ tell. 
Ignorant okfamily history, barely aware of that 
feud which had started thirteen years before with Bosin- 
ney’s defection from June in favour of Soames' wife, 
knowing really alniost nothing about Val, he was at sea. 
He just did dislike him. 'i'he question, however, was : 
What should he do ? Val Dartic, it is true, was a second - 
cousin, but it was not the thing for Holly to go about with 
Wi. And yet to " tell " oi whiit he had chanced on was 
against his creed. In this dilemma he went and sat in tlie 
om ieather chair and ciDased his legs. It grew* dark while 
he sat there staring out through the long window at the 
old oak«trce, ample yet bare of leaves, becoming slowly 
just a shape of dcer^er dark printed on the dusk. 

" Grandfather ! he thought without seciuence, and 
took out his watch. He could not see the hands, but he 
set the repeater going. " Five o'clocl! ! " His grandfather's 
iirst gold hunter watch, bulter-smootli with age — all the 
milling woru from it. and dented with the mark of many a 
fall. The chime was like a little voice from out of that 
goiden age, when they first came from St. John's WiK)d. 
London, to this hous^came driving with gnmdfathcr in 
bis carriage, iuid almost instantly took ta the trees. Trees 
to climb, and grandfather watering the geranium-beds 
below ! What wiis to be done ? 1 ell Dad he must come 
home? Confide in June ?— only she was so — eo sadden ! 
Do nothing and trust to luck ? After all, the Vac. would 
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soon be over. Go up and see VaJ and warn hini off ? But 
how get his address ? Holly w'ouldn t give it him ! A 
maae of paths, a cloud of possibilities I He hi a cigarette. 
When he had smoked it half-way through hi.s brow 
reliixed, almost as if some thin old hand had been p&ed 
gently over it ; and in his ear sonw'thing seemed to 
whisper : “ Do Viotliing ; be mce to HtJly, be nice to her. 
my dear I ’* And Jolly heaved a sigh of contentment, 
blowing smoke tlirough his n<jstrils. . . . 

But lip in her room, divested of her habit. Holly was 
still frowning. '' He is nnt — lie is not I ” were the words 
whidi kept lorraing on her lips. 


CHAin'HR VI 

JOl V(tN IN TWO IrflNDS 

A LITO.F private hotel over a well-known reii^aur.int near 
the dare St 1^/are was jolyon's haunt in Bans, Ho h.itetl 
his fellow luirsytes abniad—vapid as fish out of water in 
their wclMrodden runs, the Opera, ifue de Bivoh, and 
Moulin Koiige. Their air of having come liccause tliey 
wanted to be si»nicwhere else as soon as possible annoyed 
lum. But no other Forsyte came near this haunt, where 
lie had a w<kx1 fire in fiU; bedroom and the coffee Wiis 
tN'client. Paris wiis aJway.s to him more attractive in 
winter. The acrid savour from w'o('d.smoke and thestaut- 
roasting braiders, the sliarpness of the wintry sunslune on 
bnght rays, the open caf«i defying keen -aired winter, the 
self-contained brisk boulcvard cr^wds, all inforniod him 
that in winter Pans possessed a soul which, like a migrant 
bird, in high summer flew away. 

He .spike French ^\ell, liad some friends, knew little 
places where plcaK.int dishes could be met wiUi, queer 
ty|>es observed. He felt phik.>sopJuc in F*aris. the edge of 
irony shaqx*ned ; Ufc loclk a subtle, purjK-selcss meaning, 
became a bunch of flavouzs«tasted. a darkness shot witli 
shifting gleams of light. « 

When in the (mi week of December he decided to go to 
Paris, he was far from admituug tliat Irene's preaeuoe was 
influencing idm. He had not bwm there two da>'» before 
he owned that the wish to sec her had been more than 
hail the reason. In England one did not admit whal was 
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natural. He had thought it might be well to speak to her 
about the letting of her flat and other matters, but in 
Paris he at once knew l^etter. There was a glamour over 
thCjCity. On the third day he wrote to her, and received 
an answer which procured him ajpleasurable shiver of the 
nerves : 0 


My dkar Joi.yon, — I t will be a happiness for me to 
see you. 


Irene.” 


He took his way to her hotel on a bright day with a 
filing such as he Jiad often had going to visit an adored 
picture. JNo woman, so far as he remembered, had ever 
inspired in him this special sensuous and yet impersonal 
sensation. He was going to sit and feast his eyes, and 
come away knowing her no better, but ready to go and 
feast his eyes again to-morrow. Such was his feeling, when 
in the tarnished and omafe little lounge of a quiet hotel 
near the rivni she came to him preceded by a small page- 
boy who uttered the word, '* Madam,'* and vanished. Her 
face, her smile, tlie poise of her figure, were just as he had 
pictured, and the expression of her face said plainly : 
' A friend ! ” 

*’ Well,” he said, *’ what news, poor exile ? ” 

” Hone.” 

” Nothing from Soames ? ’* 

” Nothing.'* 

”•1 have let the flat for von, and like a good steward 
I bring you some money. How do you like Paris ? ” 
NVhile he put her through this catechism, it seemed to 
him tlrnt he had never .s<‘en lips so fine and sensitive, the 
lower lip curving just a little upwards, the upper touched 
at one comer by tlie least conceivable dimple. It w’as like 
discovering a w oman in what liad hitherto been a sort of 
soft and breathed-on statue, almost impersonally admired. 
She owned that to be alone in Paris W'as a little diflicult ; 
and yet, Paris w'as so full of its own life that it was often, 
idle confessed, as innocuous* as a desert. Hesides, tlie 
F.nglish were not liked 4ust now. 

” That will hardly abe your case,” said Julyon ; ” you 
should app^ to the French.” 

” It has its disadvantages.” 
lolyoA nodded. 

’Well, you must let me take you about while Pm here. 
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Well start to-morrow. Come and dine at my pet 
restaurant ; and well go to the Oj^^tA'Ohukjuc.'* 

It was the beginning of daily meetings, 

Jolyon soon found that for those, who desired a static 
condition of Uie affections, Riris was at once th<‘ firsf and 
last place in whicli to be friendly w'it^i a prettv woman. 
Revelation waS alighting like a bird in his heart, singing ; 
" ElU est ton r£ve ! EUe est ton rive / ” Irkmiet unes this 
seemed natural, sometimes ludicrous — a Iwd case of 
elderly mpture. Having once been ostracised by SiKiiety, 
he had never since had any real reganl for c.oiiventit*nai 
morality ; but tlie idea of a love whitJi she could neyr 
return— and how couhl she at his age hardly rnountctl 
tx^yond his sub<'ons<'ious mind. He was full, trK>, of 
resentinenl, at the waste and loneliness of her life. Aware 
of being some comfort to her; and of the pleasure she 
clearly look in their man^ little outings, he was amiably 
desirous of doing and saying nothing to destroy that 
pleasuft\ It was like watchiry» a starved plant draw up 
wafer, to sec her dunk m Iilh companionship. So far its 
they could tell, no one knew her audress except himself ; 
she was unknown in Puns, and he but little known, so tliat 
di.screlion seemed unneiessary in thoM^v^alks. talks, visits 
to concerts, picture-gallefies. theatres, htUe dinners, 
expeditions to V''enHullcs, St. t'.loud, even Pontainble*iu, 
And time fled "-one of those full niontlis without past to 
It 01 future. What in his y*'outh w(»uld I'crUiulv have been 
headlong passion, was now perhaps as dce(> a feeling, but 
far gentler. tenipc*red to protcertive companionship by 
adnnrauon. hopeles.sness and a .sense of cinvalry— aircstcil 
in his veins at lca.st so long as she was there, smiling and 
Iiappy in their fneudship, and always to him more beauUf ttl 
and spiritually responsive : for her pl»iluM>phy of life 
seemed to march in admirable step with his own, con- 
ditioned by emotkm more tlian by reasS/m, ironically 
mistrustful, su.sceptible to beauty, almost passionately 
humane and tolerant, yet subject to instinctive rigidities 
of which as a mere man he was less capable. And during 
all this comixinionable meyuth he never ejmte lost tliat 
feeling with which he had set ou| on the first diiy as if to 
visit an adoredt work of art. a*welhnigh imjx^rsonal 
desire. The fufVire — inexorable pendant to the presient — 
he took case not to face, lor fear of breaking up Ids un- 
troubled manner ; but he made plans to renew this time 
in places still more delightful, where the sun was hot 
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and tliere were strange things to see and pamt. The end 
csitnc swiftly on tlie 20 th of January with a telegram ; 

“ Have enlisted in Imperial Yeomanry. — Jolly." 

Jolyon received ^t just as he was setting out to meet 
her at the Louvre. It brought him up with a round turn. 
While he was lotus-eating here, his boy, whose philosopher 
and guide he ought to be, had taken this great step 
towards danger, hardship, perhaps even death. He felt 
disturbed to the soul, realising suddenly how Irene had 
tmined herself round the roots of his being. Thus 
threatened with severance, the tie between them — for it 
had become a kind of tie — no longer had impersonal 
quality. The tranquil enjoyment of things in cx^mmon, 
Jolyon perceived, was gone for ever. He saw tliis feeling 
as it was, in the nature of infatuation. Ridiculous, 
perhaps, but so real tliat sooner or later it must disclose 
Itself. And now', as it seenjed to him, he could nc3t, must 
not, make ayy such disclosure. The news of Jolly stood 
inexorably in the way. He was proud of this enlistment ; 
proud of tiis Ixiy for going off to figlit for the country ; 
for on Jolyon '.s pro-Bocrisin, too, Black Week had left its 
mark. And so the end was reached before the beginning I 
Well, luckily he had never made a sign I 

Wiien he came into the Gallery she was standing before 
the “ Virgin of the Renks,” graceful, absorlK'd, smiling 
iind unconscious. “ Have I to give up seeing ? ” he 
thought. '* It's unnatural, so long as she’s willing that 1 
should see her." He stood, unnoticed, watching her, 
storing up the image of her figure, envying the picture on 
which slie w'as bending that hmg scrutiny. Twice she 
turned her head towards tlie entrance, and he thouglit : 
*' That’s for me 1 " At last ho went forward, 

" Look ! ” he sjiid. ♦ 

She read the telegram, and he heard her sigh. 

That sigh, too, was for liim t His position w'as really 
cruel 1 To l>e loyal to his son he must just shake her hand 
and go. To be lo>'al to the feeling in Im heart he must at 
least tell her w-hat that tecliug was. Could she, would she 
understiind the silencir in whidi he wi^s gazing at that 
picture ? 

“ f'm afraid I must go h<ime at once,*' he ^id at last, 
1 shall miss all this awfully.” 

Sk> sliali I ; but, of course, you must go." 
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** Well ( " said Jolyon, holding out his hiind. 

Meeting her eyes a flood of feeling nearly mastered him, 

** Such is life ! " he sjiid. “ Take care of yourself, my 
dear ! ’* 

He had a stumbling sensation in his Tegs and (eef aa 
if his brain refused to steer him away fr^m her. ^‘rom the 
do(.)rway, he her lift her hand and touch its tuigers 
with her lips. He raised his hat solemnly, and did not 
look back again. 


CHAPTER VII 

DARTIE VKRSrS DARTIE 

The suit— Dcirtie versus Dartie ‘ ■ for restitution of those 
conjugal rights concerning ^hich Winifretl was at heart 
so deeply undecidet]. followed the laws of subtxuciion 
towardsalay of judgment. Tins was not re*iched liefore 
the Courts rose lor Clinstmio, out the oise \g:is third on 
the list when they ji,it again. Winifred sj>ent the Christmas 
holidays a thought more fashionably than usual with 
the matter hx^ked up in her low-cut Ij^som. James was 
particuliirly Ul>eral to her that Chnstrnas, expressing 
thereby las sympathy, and relief, at the appro.iChing 
dissolution ol her marriage with that " precious ra,Si:al, 
which his old heart fell but his old hps cuuhl not utter. 

The disiipjRiarance of Dartie made the fall in ('onfMjts 
■1 com ]Wi rati vely small matter ; .and as to the scindAl — 
the real animus be felt against that fellow, and the 
incrciising lead which pro{>erty was atl.uning over re- 
putation 111 a true Forsyte alxiut to leave thi.s world, servexJ 
to drug a mini! from which all allu.sions to the matter 
fcxcejJt his own) were studiously kimt. What w’orrieii jiim 
as a lawyer and a paient was the fear that IXirtie might 
mddcnly turn up and okiey the Order of the Omrt when 
ma<le. That would be a pretty how'-<le-do ■ Ihr fear 
preytxi on him in fact so much that, in presenting Winifred 
with a Urge ri*ristmas cheqisc, he said ; " It's chiefly for 
that ckaj» emt there, to kec*p hiffi from coming back.” 
It was, of voursc.#to pitch aw‘ay g«ipd money, but all in 
the nature of insurance against that Ixuikniplcy which 
would no logger liaug over him if only the divorce #ef»t 
tiiitmgh ; «'ind he qucstKmtvl Winifred ngorously until 
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she could assure him that the money had been sent. Poor 
woman ! — ^it cost her many a pang to send what must 
find its way into the vanity-b^ of " that creature ! ** 
Soames, hearing oi it, shook his head. Tiicy were not 
deAing with a Forsyte, reasonably tenacious of liis 
purpose. It was risky without knowing how the land 
lay out there- Still, it would look well With the Court ; 
and he would see that Dreamer brought it out. “ I 
wonder," he said suddenly, " where that ballet goes alter 
the Argentine ; " never omitting a chance of reminder : 
for he knew tliat Winifred still had a weakness, if not for 
Partie, at least for not laundering him in public. Though 
not good at showing admiration, he admitted that she 
was behaving extremely well, with all her children at 
home gaping like young birds for news of their father — 
Imogen just on the poirit of coming out, and Val very 
restive about the whole thing. He felt that Val was the 
real heart of the matter to Winifred, who certainly loved 
Ifcim beyond her other children. The lx)y could sf>oke the 
wheel of tli^s divorce yet if he set his mind to it. ‘ And 
Soames wvas very careful to keep the proximity of the 
preliminary proceedings from his nephew's ears. He did 
moie. He asked •liim to dine at tlie Remove, and over 
Val's cigar, introduced tlie subject which he knew to be 
nearest to liis heart, 

" 1 hear," he said, " that you want to play polo up at 
Oxford." 

Val became less reciimbent in liis chair. 

‘VRathcr 1 " he siiid. 

" Well." cofitinued Soames, " that’s a very expensive 
business. Your grandfather isn't likely to con.sent to it 
unless he c;m make sure tliat he's not got any other drain 
on liim." And he paused to sec whether the boy under- 
stood his meaning. 

Val's thick dark lashes concealed* his eyes, but a slight 
grimace appeared on his wide mouth, and he muttered : 

" I supj^se you mean my Dad I " 

" Yes,'^ said Soames; "I'm afraid it depends on 
whether he continues to be « drag or not ; " and said no 
more, letting the boy <^fcara it over. r 

But Val was also ar#aming in those da^»s of a silver-roan 
palfrey and a girl riding it. Though Crum' was in town and 
an introduction to C>*ntlua Dark to be had for tlie asking, 
Val did not ask ; indeeil. he shunned Crum and lived a 
life strange even to himself, except in so far as accounts 
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with tailor and livery stable were concerned. To his 
mother, his sisters, his young brotlier, he st cMued to spend 
this Vacation in ** seeing fellows,*' and his evenings sleepily 
at home. They could not propose anything in daylight 
that did not meet with the one response : “ Sorry ; 
got to see a fellow ; ” and he was pi4 to extraur(Unar>' 
shifts to get in and out of the house unobserved in riding 
clotlies ; until, being made a membt*r of tlie Goat's Club, 
he was able to transport lliem tJiere, where he could 
change unregarded and slip off f>n his hiick to Richmond 
P^k. He kept his growing sentiment religiously to 
himself. Not for a world would he breathe to 
"fellows,*’ whom he was not “seeing," anything so 
ridiculous from tlie jK/int of view of their crml and his. 
But he could not help its destroying his other upj)t*titcN 
It w'as coming between him and tlie legitimate nleasnrt.s 
of youth at last on its own yi a way whu h tnnst, lie knev\ . 
make liim a milksop in tlie eyes of Crum. All he caie<i 
for was^o dress in liis last -created riding 1i‘gs. and steal 
awaj to the Kobm Hill Gate, where presen yy the silver 
ruin would come demurely sidling with its slim and dark 
haired rider, and in the glades bare of leaves they would 
go off side by side, not talking very ifiuch, nrUng races 
sometimes, and sometimes holding hands, Mure than 
once of an evening, in a moment of expansion, he bad 
been tempted to 1(*U his mutber how iliis shy sweet cousin 
had stolen in upon liim and wrecke<l ius " life," But 
bitter experience, that all persons above ihirty five w'crc 
spoil -sp<,)rts, prevented him, .\fier all, he siippjsed he 
would have to go through with C<»Ilege, and she would 
have to “ come out," before they could be nianied ; so 
why complicate things, so long as he cuuld see Iter ? 
Sisters were teasing and unsyrnipithetic beings, a brother 
worse, so tliere was no one to conlide in. Ah ! And Uii'i 
U‘astly divorce business ! What a misf(»rtune to have 
name wdncJi other people hadn't I If only he liad been 
called Gordtm or Sr;<jtt or Howard or s<>m(‘thing fairly 
common ! But Dartie — ^thcre wasn't another tii the 
directory I One might as wgll liave l>een named Morkin 
for ailiiie covert it afforded I So matters went on till one 
day m the middl%of janufiry the'«jlvcr-roan piUfrey and 
Its nder were mfVsing at Uie tryst. Ltngenng in the cold, 
he debited whether he should ride on to tlie house. ^ui 
Jolly might be tliere, and the memory' of tiieir dark 
encounter was still fresh within him. One could not be 
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always fighting with her brother I So he returned dismally 
to town and spent an evening plunged in gloom. At 
breakfast next day he noticed mat bis mother had on an 
unfamiliar dress an4 was wearing her hat. The dress was 
bladk with a glimpse of peacock blue, the hat black and 
large — she looke(^ exceptionally well. But when after 
breakfast she said to him, “ Come in here, Vah" and led 
the way to the drawing-room, he was at once beset by 
qualms. Winifred carefully shut the door and passed her 
handkerchief over her lips; inhaling the violette de 
Parme witli which it had been soai^, Val thought: 
"JHas she found out about Holly ? ” 

Her voice interrupted : 

" Are you going to be nice to me, dear boy ? ** 

Val grinned doubtfully. 

" Will you come with me this morning ’* 

“ I’ve got to see " began Val, but something in her 

face stopped him. “Isay, he said, “you don’t 

mean ’ * 

“ Yes, I l^ve to go to ine Court tliis morning." * 
Already I — that d-— d business which he had almost 
succeeded in forgetting, since nobody ever mentioned it 
In seU-commiscration he stood picking little bits of skin 
jf! liis fingers. Then noticing that liis mother's Ups were 
all awry, he said impulsively : “ All right, mother ; I'll 
:ome. The brutes 1 What brutes he did not know, but 
the expression exactly summed up their joint fecUng, and 
restored a measure of equanimity. 

*M suppose rd better change into a ’shooter,’" he 
muttered, escaping to his room. He put on the "shooter," 
i higher collar, a pearl pin, and his neatest grey spats, to 
1 somewhat blasphemous accompaniment. Inking at 
limself in the glass, he said, " Well, I'm damned if I’m 
joing to show' anything I " and went down. He found his 
grandfather’s carriage at the door, aad his motlier in furs, 
w'ith Uie appearance of one going to a Mansion House 
\^mbly. They seated themselves side by side in the 
dosed barouclie, and all the way to the Courts of Justice 
V'ai made but one allusiot; to the business in band. 
’ There'll be nothing alxmt those pearls, wiU tltere ? " 
The Uttle tufted white tails of Winifred’s muff began 
:o shiver. * 

no," she said, " it’ll be quite harmless to-day. 
Vour grandmother wanted to come too, but I wouldn't 
et her. I thought you could take care of me. You look 
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so nire. Val. Jost puU yoor coat collar up a UtUc mor» at 
the bkick— that s nght/’ 

!! '* Nran Val, 

Oh i they won't 1 shall be very ^ool. It s the only 

» • 

.V.* ^ e^deiice or any- 

thing ? 

. ' arran^.” And she patted hi* 

nantl. The determined front she was putting on it stayed 
the turmoil in \ al s chest, and he busied httnself in drawing 
his gloves olT and on. He had taken wlut he nc»w saw was 
the wrong mir to go with liis spats ; tiwy should hava 
been grey, but were deerskin of a dark taji ; whether to 
keep them on or not he could not decide They tirrived 
soon after ten. It was his first visit to the l^aw Courts, 
and the building struck him at once. 

By Jove 1 “ he said a-Ls they p.issed into the hall ; 
tiiis’d make four or five joTlv good racket rourts/' 
Soame.^w:us awaiting them at the foot of wine siiirs. 

“ Here you are I " he miid. without stinking hamis, «i» 
if the event had made them tcvi familiar for ,su< li for- 
malititHi. " U s llapjwly Browne, Cknirt 1. Wt* skill be 
on firiit ‘ • 

A scns.itiwi such as he had known when going in to 
bat was pkying now in the tt>p of Val’s chest, but he 
followed lus moUicr and uncle doggedly, Ix/kmg at no 
more than he could help, and thinking tkit the place 
smelled " fuggy.'’ l*wple seemed to be lurking every- 
where, and he plucked Soames by the sleeve, 

" 1 siiy. Untie, you're not going to let those beastly 
papers in, are you " 

boames gave liim the side way look which had reduced 
irn^y to silence in its time, 

" In here," be said. " You needn’t take oH your furs. 
Winifred ’ • 

Val entered behind them, nettled and with his head up. 
In this confounded bole everybody-— and Uiere were a 
giKHi many of them — seemed Mtting on every Uxly else’s 
knii'e, though really divided iiqai eacn either by fiews ; and 
Val lud a feelmg tliat they might all .^hp down together 
into tlie well, Thi% however, was b%i a momentary vision 
— Tif midKJgany. ;ftid black gowns, and while blobs of wigs 
and faces and paiwrs. all rather secret and wliisperfhi*- 
before he* was situng next his mother in the front row, 
with fus back to it all, glad <4 her \if)lcttc de fVme, and 
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taking off his gloves for the last time. His mother was 
looking at liim ; he was suddenly conscious that she had 
really wanted him there next to her, and that he counted 
for something in this business. All right ? He would show 
tWfcm ! Squaring his shoulders, he crossed his legs and 
gazed inscrutabty at his spats. But just then an “ old 
Johnny " in a gown and long wig, looking awfully like a 
funny raddled woman, came through a door into the high 
pew opposite, and he had to uncross his legs hastily, and 
stand up with everybody else. 

“ Dartie versus Dartie ! ” 

I It seemed to Val unspeakably disgusting to have one's 
name called out like tins in public 1 And, suddenly con- 
scious that some one nearly behind him had begun talking 
about liis family, he screwed his face round to see an old 
bc-wigged buffer, who spoke as if he were eating his ow^n 
words — queer-looking old cuss, tJie sort of man he had 
seen once or twice dining at Park Lane and punishing the 
port ; he knew now wliere tliey “ dug them up." All the 
same he fownd the old buffer quite fascinating, and would 
have contined to stare if his mother had not touched his 
arm. Reduced to gazing before him, he fixed his eyes on 
the Judge’s lac^ instead. NMiy should that old " sports- 
man " with his sarcastic mouth and his quick-mo\dng eyes 
have the po\i’er to meddle with their private affairs — 
liadn't he affairs of his own. just as many, and probably 
just as nasty ? And there moved in Val, like an illness, 
all the deep-sealed individualism of his breed. 7'lie voice 
beliind him droned along : Differences about money 
matters — extravagance of the respondent " (What a word ! 
Was that his father ?) — " strained situation — frequent 
absences on the part of Mr. Dartie. My client, very rightly, 
your Ludship will agree, was anxious to clicck a course — 
but lead to ruin — ^remonstrated — gambling at cards and 
on tlie racecourse—" (" That’s*right I " thought Val. 
" pile it on ! ’*) " Crisis early in October, when the re- 
sj^ndent wrote her this letter from his Club." Val sat 
up and his cars burned. " I propose to read it with the 
emendations necessary to the epistle of a gentleman who 
has been— shall we sav dining, me Lud ? " 

" Old brute ! " thrxfght Val, ffushing deeper ; " you’re 
not paid to make jokes ! " 

* You will not get the chance to insult me again in 
my own house. 1 am leaving the country to-morrow. It's 
played out *— an expr^on, your Ludsnip, not unknown 



IN CHANCKRY 193 

* • 

In the mouths of thnsjc who have not met with conspicuous 
success/’ 

" Sniggering owls ! '* tlumght Val. and Ins flush 
deepened. « 

“ ' I am tired of Ix'ing insulted by you ' Mv thenf will 
tell your I-ttrdship that these so-caill^ msulis niuM.Htrd 
in her calling him ' the linnt * — a very mild rxprestuon, I 
venture to suggest, in all the cirtumstain es ' 

Val glanced sideways at hb mother's impassive it 
had a hunted liskk in the eyes. ” IV^r motJier." he tlumgltt, 
and toiiflicd lier ann with liis own. The voice Ix-iiintl 
droned <»n. t 

“ 1 am going live a new life.— M.D “ 

*' And next d.iv. me laul. the resi»on<lent h ft by the 
steamship for Buenos Aires Smut tiien wc* 

have ni'thing truin him but a cahletl refus,d in answer t<» , 

the letter whu h inv ( hent ^rote the following day in great 
dislre>s. bagging inm t'» return b) her. With your bud- 
slop's pPrinissiou, I sh.dl now put Mis. D.irlic m the h'X. ' 
\fhen his motlicr ValVid a tremei^^lous impulM,* 
to n.M' too and sav : " here ! I'm going to y«/u 
jolly well treat her deientlv/' He sublurd it, •however; 
lieard herKiving. " ilie tiutli, the whole^ruth, and nothing 
but the truth,” and looked up. She made a ru h hgure r,t 
It, in her furs and large hat. with a slight flush on her cheek 
bones, calm, matter -of fact ; and he felt proud of her thus 
confronting all these "coubiunded lawyers ” The examina- 
tion iK gun Knowing that tlus was only the piehnun.iry 
to divorce, V,d followed with a certain glee the t|ucslions 
framed so as to give the impression that she really wanted 
ius father back. It seemed t<» him (hat they were " foxmg 
old Uigwigs finely. ’ And he received a most implciis^int 
jar when the Judge said suddenly : 

” Now, why did your husbfuid leave you— -not because 
you called him ’ tbe«limit.‘ you know > ” 

Val saw his unde lift liis eyes to the witness box, without 
moving hi.s face ; heard a shuf^e of jxipern iH-hmd bun ; 
and instinct told him tliat the issue was in fK-nl Had 
Uncle Soames and the old behind made a mess of 

r liis moUier was speaking wUh a slight drawl. 

" No, mv Ix)r<k but it had gonKon a long Umc.” 

** What had gbne on > " ^ _ 

*' Our difk:rcntes about money.” 

” But you supplied the money. Do you suggest that 
le left you to litter Ids position ? " 

F.S. ^ 
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“ The brute ! The old brute, and nothing but the 
brute I “ thought Val suddenly. " He smells a rat — he's 
trying to get at the pastry 1 And his heart stood still. 
If — he did, then,fOf course, he would know that his 
mother didn’t really want his father back. His mother 
spoke again, a thought more fashionably. 

” No, my Lord, but you see I had refused to give him 
any more money. It took him a long time to believe that, 

but he did at l^t — and when he did ” 

” f see, you had refu,sed. But you've sent him some 
since." 

( " My Lord, I wanted him back." 

" And you thought that would bring him ? " 

" I don’t know, my Lord, I acted on my father's 
advice." 

Something in the Judge's face, in the sound of the 
papers Ix'hind him, in the siujdcn crossing of his uncle’s 
legs, told Val that she had made just the right answer. 
"Crafty!" he thought; by Jove, what humbug it 
all is ! " 1 , 


The J udge was speaking : 

" Just x)ne more ouestion, Mrs. Dartie. Are you still 
fond of your husbeina ? " 

Val's hands, slack beliind him, became fists. What 
bihsiness had that Judge to make things human suddenly ? 
To make his mother speak out of her heart and say what. 


perhaps, she diiln’t know herself, before all these people ! 
It wasn't decent. His motlicr answered, rather low : 


" Yes, my Lord." Val saw the Judge nod. " W^ish 1 could 
take a cock-shy at your head I " he thought irreverently, 
as his mother came back to her seat beside him. Witnesses 


to his fatlier’s departure and continued absence followed 
— one of their own maids even, which struck Val as 
particularly beastly ; there was more talking, all humbug ; 
and Uien the Judge pronounced the decree for restitution, 
and they got up to go. Val walked out behind his mother, 
chin squared, eyelids drooped, doing bis level best to 
despise everybody. His mother's voice in the corridor 
roused him from an angry tpnee. 

" You licliaved beauuioliy, dear. It was such a comfort 
to have you. Your umic and 1 are going to lunch." 

" All fight," said Val ; " 1 shall have time to go and 
fellow." And, par^g from them abruptly, he ran 
down the stairs and out into the air. He bolted into a 
hiuisom, and drove to the Goat's Qub. His thoughts were 
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on Holly and what he must do before her brother sliowed 
her this thing tu 10 -morrow j»aper. 

UTten Val had Icit them Soamef^and Winifred made 
their uay to the Cheshire (Uicesc. He had MiKtyestnWt as 
a meeting place with Mr. Hcllby. At, that e.irlv h <ur of 
noon they would have it to theiniiclves, and Wuiifrrd had 
thought it would be " amusiiig " to »eo thUH far-famed 
hostelry. Having ordered a light repast, to the mnsterna* 
tion of the waiter, tliey awaited its arrival together with 
that of Mr. Btdlby, in silent reaction after the hour and 
a lialfs suspense on the trndefh<K>ks of pubheitv. J^r. 
Bcllby entered prescntlv. preceded f»y lus nose, as cheerful 
as they were glum. \Ceil 1 they had g<»t the decree of 
restitution, and what was tlie matter with that < 

" Quite,** Siiid S-aines m a silit.jblv bw voju\ '* but we 
shall have to U ;;i.> a^.uii ta» get evident e Hr ll pr«<bablv 
try the divorcO' it will looic tti»hy if it amirs out that we 
frf*tmsa'onduct from the start. His tpirNlems showed 
wdPen«nigli that h^ d *esn't Ukc this restilt^irm dtslt>e ‘ 

" I‘iio \ ” H.iul Mr Ik'libv cheerily, ” he 11 forget * Why. 
man, he'll h.ivr* tried a hundred cosch lietwc-en now and 
then. Ibsides. he's Ixmrid bv precedetK to give ye ytair 
divorce, if the evidence is satishictory. Wc won’t Irt um 
know tbit Mrs U.irtie had knowledge of the facts. 
Dreamer did ii very mccly — he’s got a fatherly tour h about 
um ! " 

Soamas nodded. 

*■ And 1 conipluncnt ye, Mrs. D.trtic/* went on* Mr. 
iiellby ; ’* ye’ve 4 natural gift for givir.g evident e Steady 
as a rtxk ” 

Here the w, liter aaivcd with thr»*r plates balanced on 
one anil, 4ind the remark : " I 'umed up tlie pudden, sir. 
You'll find plenty o* lark in it to-chiy.'* 

Mr. Hellijy aoplawdcd his forethought with a dtp of 
Ills nose. But Aiamcs and Winifred hx»ked with dtsmay 
at their Ught lunch of gravified brown toucliing 

them gingcrlv with their forks in tJw hr^pe id distinguishing 
tlie tKxiies of the tastv litUg song givers, Having begun* 
howe^r. they found they wem hungrier than they 
thought, and hni#hcd tlie lot. witVa glassi of jw.rt ameoe 
0>n versa timi tutned on the war. Soarocs thought Wid^^ 
smith w’oulii fall, and it might last a year, Bellby thAiflll 
It would be over by tlie summer. Botli agreed that tliey 
wanted more men. There was nothing for it but complete 
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victory, since it was now a question of prestige. Winifred 
brought things back to more solid ground by saying that 
she did not want the divorce suit to come on till after tlie 
summer holidays ha4 begun at Oxford, then tlie boys 
woulfi have forgotten about it before Val had to go up 
again ; tlie London^ason too would be over. The lawyers 
reassured her an interval of six months was necessary — 
after tliat the earlier the better. People were now beginning 
to come in, and they parted — Soames to the city, Bellby 
to his chambers, Winifred in a hansom to Park Lane to 
let her mother know how she had fared. The issue had 
Ixy'.n so satisfactory on the whole that it was considered 
advisable to tell James, who never failed to say day after 
day tliat he didn't laiow about Winifred's affair, he 
couldn’t tell. As his sands ran out, the importance of 
mundane matters became increasingly grave to him. as if 
he were feeling : "I must mak| the most of it, and worry 
well ; 1 shall soon have notliing to worry about." 

He received the report grudgingly. It was a newfangled 
way of going^nbout tiiings.*and he didn't know ! But he 
gave Winifred a cheque, Siiying : 

" 1 expect you'll have a lot of expense. That's a new 
hat you've got on.* Why doesn't Val come and see us ? " 

W^inifred promised to bring him to dinner soon. And, 
going home, she sought her bcdrcxjm where she could 
be alone. Now that her husband had been ordered back 
into her custody witli a view to putting him away from her 
for ever, slie would try once more to find out from her 
sore Mid lonely hairt what she really wanted. 


CHAPTER Vm 

THE CilALLENGSt 

The morning had been misty, verging on frost, but the 
sun came out wdiile Val was jogging towards the Roc' 
hampton Gate, whence he wquld canter on to the usual 
tr>^st. His spirits were rising rapidly. There had been 
nothing so very terrilf^e in the raomkig’s proceedings 
beyond the general disgrace of violated privacy. " If we 
w»;i»Aengaged 1" he tliought, " what happens wouldn’t 
matter." He felt, Indeed, like human society, whicli kicks 
and clamours at the results of matrimony, and hastens 
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to jjfet married. And Jie gailopeii over the winter-dried 
gnuss of Richmond Park, feanng to be late. Hut ajfjain he 
was alone at tiic fr>^stnjg sfH>t, and this second dehvlion 
on the part of Holly ujiset him drca\jfully. He could not 
go back without st'eitig her to*<lav I Kmrrguig iron# the 
Park, he procmied towards Robin Hill. He rould nert 
make up 1^ mind for whom to ask. ;Supp«»se her father 
were liack, or her sister or brother w'erc lu ! He deculeii 
to gamble, and a«-k for them all hint. s<i that if he were 
in luck and Uiey were n<»t there, it would U* <pnte natural 
in the end to a.sk for Uoliv ; while if any of them Ufrnf 
in — iin *' excuse for a ride must be his saving grace. 

“ Only Miss Holly is in, sir,'* 

“Oh! thanks Hight 1 take mv horse nunul to the 
stiibies ? And would you Niy -her cousin. Mr. Val 
I)anie.“ 

When he returned sJie w^s in the hall. ver>» fhishrsl and 
shy. She kd him to tlie far end and they s«it down on a 
wide wiifdow’-scMt 

T‘ve U^n awduUy anxiousV said S al in^a low voice. 
" What’s the nutter ? “ 

“ jolly knows alxnit our riding.” 

“ Is he in -* ” * 

“ No ; but I ex]N*ct he will lie mkiu.” 

“ Then -■ ! " cried Val. and diving forward, he 

her hand. She tricil to withdraw ft. faded, gave up the 
attempt, and h>oked at him wistfully. 

'* First of all ‘ he s.ud. ” I want to tell you aotnetJiing 
abriut my family. Mv Had, you know, isn’t allogetliff — 
I mean, he’s left my mother and they’re trying to divorce 
liun ; so thev've ord<*red him to come Iwtk, you ace 
\ ou'll s<*e that in the pajxtr to niorriiw.’' 

Her eyes dn*pcucd in tiilour and fearful interest ; her 
hand squeejf(*d his. But the gambler m Val was r<»u*»cd 
now. ,iiid he hurried #n : 

*' Of Course there's nothing very’ mu<ii at present, but 
there wall lie. I cxjicct. before it's over ; divorce suitu arc 
beastly, you know, 1 wanted to tell you, lK*.cauw* -diccaujiie 
— you ought to know* — if — and he U’gan tf> summer. 
gadng;at her troubled eyes. *’ if-'* if you're going to be a 
daihng and love #nc. Holly. I h>i^ you — ever so : and I 
want to Ije engaged. “ He had done it in a manner so 
inadequate ^hat he could have punched his own fia^ 
and dropping on liis knees, he tned to get nearer to that 
•oft, troubled face. '* You do k-ivc me— don't you ? If 
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you don't I " There was a moment of silence and 

suspense, so awful that he could hear the sound of a 
mowing-machine far out on the lawn pretending there 
was grass to cut. J hen she swayed forward ; her free 
ham* touched his hair, and he ga^d : “ Oh, Holly I ” 
Her answer was very soft : “ Oh, Val ! " 

He had dreamed of this moment, but always in an im- 
perative mood, as the masterful young lover, and now he 
felt humble, touched, trembly. He was afraid to stir off 
his knees lest he should break the spell ; lest, if he did. 
she should shrink and deny her own surrender — so 
tremulous was she in his grasp, with her eyelids closed and 
his lips nearing them. Her eyes opened, seemed to swim a 
little ; he pressed his lips to hers. Suddenly he sprang 
up : there liad been footsteps, a sort of sbirtled i^Tunt. He 
looked round. No one ! • But the long curtains w'hich 
barred off the outer hall were quivering. 

“ My God I Who was that^ " 

Holly too was on her feet. n 

“ Jolly, 1 isxpect,*' she Mrhispered. 

Val clenched ffsts and resolution. 


“ All right ! " he said, I don’t care a bit now we're 
engaged," and striding towards the curtains, he (irew 
tliem aside. There at the fircpkice in the hall sto(xl Jolly, 
with his back elaborately turnctl. Val went forw’urd. 
Jolly faced round on him. 

" I beg your pardon for hearing," he said. 

With the best intentions in the world, Val could not 
help, admiring him at that moment ; his face was clear, 
his voice quiet, he looked somehow distinguished, as if 
acting up to principle. 

'* WelJ ! " Vul siiid abruptly, it's nothing to you." 

" Oh 1 " said Jolly ; " you come this way," and he 
crossed the hull Val followed. At the study door he 
felt a touch on his arm ; Holly ’s voi';« said : 

" I'm coming too," 

" No," said Jolly. 

" Yes," said Holly. 

Jolly opened tlie door, apd they all three went in. 
Once ui little room, they stood in a sort of triangle 
on three comers of the^om Turkey carpet ; awkwardly 
up^ht, not looking at each other, qume incapable of 
fMiiirr any humour in the situation. 

Val broke tlie silence. 


" Holly and I are engaged." 
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Jolly stepped back and leaned a;;junst the lintel of tlte 
window. 

“ Tins is our house," he said ; “ I'm not insult 

you in it. Hut roy fatlier's away. J in in rharjjc of my 
sister. You'wi taken advantage of me." # 

*' I didn't mean Irji, ‘ s^iid Val hoilv. 

" I thi;ik volt did," .said Jolly. “ If Vf U hailn'l meant 
to, >'t)u'd have sptiken to me, or wraated K>r my fatJier to 
co’iie batk." 

" TIi'.Te were re^fson.s," Kud VaJ. 

“ W hat rea.*iinis } ” 

*' AK>ui my family — I've just told her. I W'.iinted l|£r 
to know lx*fofe things happen " 

Jiillv suddenly l^ecarim les*> distmgui^lKsl 
" ^ ou re kids," he .‘wud. " and you know you lire.'* 

" i am not a kid," said Val * 

" You arf>* vou’re not twenty.'* 

*' Well, what are ymi t ' 

*' I am tweaitv," .said Jolly, 

"\)nlv just ; anvwav. f'm Is gooif a ma| as you.'* 
Jolly's face tnuisotied, then i.K>iuie<l. Some .struggle 
w:i5 evidently taking place m him ; and Vai and Holly 
stareil .'ll him, so clearly w.ui that stru^le marketl ; they 
Could even liear him breathing. Tlien ms face idcarrd up 
and IxHamc oddly resolute. 

" We 11 st*e that," he said. '* I d.irc you to do what I'm 
going to do." 

" Dare me } " 

Jolly srnil^^d. '* Yes." he said. " dare you ; and I know 
very well you won't " 

A .slab of misgiving shot tlirough VaJ ; tiiw was riding 
verv' blind. 

'^1 Iiaven't forgotten tliat you’re a fire-eater." said 
Jolly slowJy, " and 1 tliink tJiat’s abtuit all you arc; or 
tluit you ciillcd me pro-Hoer." 

Val Jicard a gasp above Uic sound of his own luird 
breathing, ;jLnd s.iW' Holly's face pt'ked a little forward, 
very pale, with big eyes. 

" \cs, ” went on Jolly wjjh a sc*rt of smile, " we sliall 
soon I'm going to join the Imfvuial Yeomanry, and 
I dare you to do^^he »me, Mr. Vkl lUrtit/’ 

Val's head jifrkcd o« its stem. U was like a Wow 
between thg eyes, so utterly uotliought of, rxftQgMia 
and ugly in the midst of his dreanimg ; and lie kx>ked at 
Hody with eyes grown suddenly, touchingly haggard. 
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** Sit down 1 ** said Jolly. “ Take your time ! Think 
it over well." And he himself sat down on the arm of 
his grandfather's chair. 

Val did not sit doyn ; he stood with hands thrust deep 
intoihis breeches' pockets — ^hands clenched and quivering. 
The full awfiilnes^ of this decision one way or tlie other 
knocked at his mind with double knocks as of an angry 
postman. If he did not take that “ dare " he was dis- 
graced in Holly's eyes, and in the eyes of that young 
enemy, her brute of a brother. Yet if he took it, ah I Then 
all would vanish — her face, her eyes, her hair, her kisses 
jyst begun ! 

" Take your lime," said Jolly again ; " I don't want 
to be unfair." 

And they Ixith looked at Holly. She had recoiled 
against the bookshelves reaching to the ceiling ; her dark 
head leaned against Gibbon'^ Roman Empire, her eyes 
in a sort of soft grey agony were fixed on Val. And he, 
who had not much ^ft of msight, had suddenly^a gleam 
of vi.sion. S^e w'ould b^ proud of her brother— \hat 
enemy ! She would be ashamed of him ! His hands came 
out of his pockets as if lifted by a spring. 

" All right 1 " he said. " Done ! " 

Holly's face — oh I it was queer ! He saw her flush, 
start forward. He had done the right thing — ^her face was 
sliining with wistful admiration. Jolly stood up and 
made a little bow as who should say : " You've passed." 

" To-morrow, then," he said, " we’ll go together." 

Recovering from tiie impetus which had carried him 
to that decision, Val looked at him mahciously from under 
his lashes. " All right," he thought, " one to you. I shall 
have to join — but 111 get back on you somehow.” And he 
said with dignity : " I shall be ready." 

" Well meet at the main Recruiting Office, then," said 
Jolly, " at twelve o'clock." And, opening the window he 
went out on to the terrace, conforrmng to tlie creed which 
had made him retire when he surprised them in the hall. 

The confusion in the mind of Val thus left alone with 
her for whom he had paid this sudden price was extreme. 
The mood of showing-off " was still, however, Ripper- 
most. One must do thr wretched thing with an air ! 

" We shall get plenty of riding and shtfeting, anyway," 
«4Mdld ; " that's one comfort." And it gave him a sort 
of grim pleasure to hear the sigh which seemed to come 
frt^m the bottom of her heart. 
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^*Oh,l the wjir'U scxin be over/* he said; perhaps 
we shan’t even have to co out. 1 don’t care, except for 
vou.” He would lx* <nit of Uie way of that beastly di%*on:e. 
it was an illovind ! He felt her warm hand slip into Ins. 
lolly thought die had stopped tlunr loving each (.»therfdid 
he ? He held her tightly round the wjyist. l(K)knig at her 
softly through his smiling to cheer her up, promising 

to come down and sw her schw, feeling .somehow .six inclus 
taller and much more in command of her than he had ever 
(hired feel before. Many times he kissed her Ixdore he 
mounted and nKie back to t<Avn. So. swiftly, on the lea.st 
pnwoCHitiou, does the j>» ^sju'ssivc instinct flounsli anil 
grow. 


CHAirTHR !X 

i)iNN’i:K.^r 

DrxNRR parties were not nnw^iven at James* in Park 
I.,-ine*--to ev<Tv house the moment ctmies wlu n Master 
or Mi.slresii is no hmgej “ up to U ; ” no more <um nine 
courses lx* served to twenty mouths alxive twenty fine 
white expanses ; nor d«x*s the houvdioW cat any longer 
w<iuder w hy she is suddenly shut up. 

So with something like excitement Kindy- who at 
seventy would still h.ive liked a little fc‘a.st and f^isluori 
now and Uien — c>r«hu<'d dinner for ux mstrad of two. 
heist If WT<»le a numU r of foreign words on caitls. and 
arranged the flowers— mimosa from the Kiviera, and white 
Konutn hyacmtlis not frt»m Kc^rae There would only U;*. 
of cour.se/ James and herself, Soaincs, Winifred. Val. and 
Imogen- but she liked to pretend a little and dally tn 
imagination with the glory t>f tfie p-ist. She dre^wd 
herself that James remarked : 

” Wiiat .ure you {hitting on tlut thing for ? You'U 
catch cold." 

But Emily knew that the necks of women arc protected 
by love of shining, unto fourscore years, and she only 
answered : • 

** Lei me put you on one of those dickies I got )*om* 
James ; then yoil^Il only have to\diange your trousers, 
and put on you? velvet coat, and there you’ll lie. ^ Val 
likes you to fccjtk nice." 

" Ihcky ! ” said James. " You’re always wasting your 
money on something," 
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But he sufEered the change to be made till his neck 
also shone, murmuring vaguely : — 

He*s an extravagant ^ap. I'm afraid." 

A little brighter in the eye, with rather more colour 
thafi usual in nis cheeks, he took his seat im the drawing- 
room to wait for ^he sound of the front-door bell. 

" I’ve made it a proper dinner party," Emily said 
comfortably : " I thought it would be good practice for 
Imogen — she must get used to it now she's coining out." 

James uttered an indeterminate sound, thinfing of 
Imogen as she used to climb about his knee or pull 
Christmas crackers with him. 

" She'll be pretty," he muttered, " I shouldn't wonder." 

" She is pretty," said Emily, " she ought to make a 
good match." 

" There you go," murmured James ; " she’d much 
better stay at home and look after her motlier." A second 
Dartie carrying off liis pretty grand-daughter would finish 
him 1 He had never quite forgiven Emily for having been 
as much taken in by Montague Dartie as he himsell had 
been. 

" Where’s Warmson ? " he said suddenly. " 1 should 
like a ghiss of Madeira to-night." 

" There's champagne, James." 

James shook his head. "No body," he said ; " I can't 
get any g<x)d out of it." 

Emily rciiched forward on her side of the fire and rang 
the liell. 

'v\"our master would like a bottle of Madeira opened, 
Warmson." 

" No, no I " said James, the tips of his ears quivering 
with vehemence, and his eyes fixed on an object seen by 
him alone. " L^k here, Wannson, you go to the inner 
cellar, and on the middle shelf of tlie end bin on the left 
you’ll see seven bottles ; take the one in tlie centre, and 
don't shake it. It's the last of tlie Madeira I had from 
Mr. Jolyoo when we came in here — never been moved ; 
it ought to be in prime condition still ; but I don't know, 
I can't tell." ^ 

" Very good, sir," responded the withdrawing Wjumson. 

" I was keeping it for our golden wei^diug," said James 
suddenly. " but I shan't live three years at my age." 

Nonsense, James," said Emily, " don’t tplk hire that." 

" I ought to have got it up myself," murmured James, 
" he'll shake it as likely as not." And be sank into silent 
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recollection of long moments among the open gas-jets, the 
cobwebs and tlie good smell of wine soaked ct>rks, which 
had been appetiser to so many feiists. In tiie wine from 
that cellar was written the history of the fortv odd yean 
since he had some to the Park Lane house u tth Ms y»u&g 
bride, and of the m.iny generations of fuends and 
acquaintances who had pas:^d into tlie unknown : its 
depleted bins preserved the record of family festivity— 
all the marriages, births, deaths of his kith and km. And 
when he was gone tliere it would be. and he didn't km>w 
what would become of it. It'd be drunk or spoiled, he 
shouldn’t woiider ! ^ 

From that ilecp reverie the entrance of his wm dragged 
him. followed very soon by that of Winifred and her two 
elden 

They went down arm 4 n-arm*^James with Imogen, the 
debutante, l,«*c,iusc his pretty granddtild cheered Jiim ; 
Smuics With Winifred ; rlmdv with Val, wMiw. eyes 
lighting the oysters bnehtened. This was to be a 
pro|fcr full ” blow*out *' with • htt " and ! And he 
felt in need of it. after w’hat he had done that day, as yet 
undivulged. .Xftcr the first glass or two it Ijecamc pleav,int 
to have this U>rnh,dicU up his sleeve, this piece of Mmsa* 
tional patn .tisin. or example, rather, of personal daring, 
to display— tor his pleasure in what he had done f«,»r his 
<dueeu and C-outury was so far entirely personal He was 
now a " blood." uidisHi)lubly connected with guns and 
horses ; he h<id a right to swagger — not, of c/jurse, that he 
was going to. He diould just announce it miietly, when 
Uiere was a pause. And. glancing down tat* menu, he 
determined on " Ikunbe aux fraises " as the projw 
moment ; there would be a certain sidemnity while they 
were eating that. Once or twice l>ef<»re th'^y reached tMtt 
rosy summit of the dinner he was attacked by remem- 
brance that his grandfather was never in\d anytlungl 
Still, the (dd btiy was drinking Madeira, and Jf^x^king jolly 
fit ! besides, he ought to be plcaM^d at tins set -off to tlie 
disgrace of the divorce. Tlie sight of his unrJIe opposite, 
too, was a sMirp incentive.. He was *0 far from Imog a 
Bports^t'iii that it would be w^nrth a lot to see lux face 
iJcsides. tanner lo^ell Ms mother inH^his way than pnvately 
which might upSet them both I He was sorry for her, but 
after all c*n<i couldn't he expected to feci much for ^ 

when one had to part from Holly. 

His grandfather's voice travelled to him thinly. 
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" Val, try a little of the Madeira with your ice. Vou 
won’t get that up at college.” 

Val watched the slow liquid filling his glass, the essential 
oil of the old wine gazing the surface ; inhaled its aroma, 
and 1 thought ; ” Now for it 1 ” It was a ‘rich moment. 
He sipped, and a gentle glow spread in liis veins, already 
heated. With a rapid look round, he said, ” I joined tlie 
Imperial Yeomanry to-day. Granny.” And emptied his 
glass as though drinking toe health of his own act. 

” Wliat I ” It was liis mother’s desolate little word. 

” Young Jolly Forsyte and I went down there together.” 

You didn’t sign ? ” from Uncle Soames. 

” Rather ! We go into camp on Monday.” 

” 1 say ! ” cried Imogen. 

All looked at James. He was leaning forward wito his 
hand liehind his ear. 

” What's that ? ” he said.^ ” Wliat’s he saying ? I 
can’t hear.” 

Emily reached forward to pat Val’s hand. " 

” It's onlyetoat Val has^jomed the Yeomanry, James ; 
it's very nice for Iiim. He’ll look liis best in uniform.” 

” Joined the — ^rubbish 1 ” came from James, tremu- 
lously loud. ” You can’t see two yards before your nose. 
He — he'll have to go out there. Why ! he'll be fighting 
before he knows where he is.” 

Val saw Imogen's eyes admiring him, and his mother 
still and fashionable with her liandkcrchief before her lips. 

Suddenly liis uncle spoke. 

” tYou're under age.” 

” 1 thought of that,” smiled Val ; ” I gave my age as 
twenty-one. " 

He heard his grandmotoei:’s admiring, ” Well, Val. that 
was plucky of you ; ” was conscious of Warmson de- 
ferentially fiHing Ills champagne glass ; and of his grand- 
father's voice moaning : "I don’t know w^hat’ll Income 
of you if you go on like tliis.” 

Imogen was patting liis shoulder, his uncle looking 
at him sidelong ; only liis motlier sat unmoving, tilh 
affected by her stillness, Val said : 

” It's all right, you know ; we shall soon have them on 
the run. I only hope I<‘shaU come in fo» something.” 

He felt elated, sorrv, tremendously important all at 
NNiee.' Tills would show tJncle Soames, and all the Fors 3 des, 
how to be sportsmen. He had certainly done something 
heroic and exceptional in giving his age as twenty-one. 
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£imly‘s voice brought him back to earth. 

'* You mustn't have a second glass, James. Warmson I 
Won't they be astonished at Timotliy's ! “ burst out 
Imogen. "I'd give anytliing to see/lunr faces. Do you 
have a sword, » Val, or only a pop-gun ? " # 

*' What made you ? " ^ 

His uncle ‘s voice produced a slight chill in tlie pit of 
Val's stomadi. Made him ? How answer that ? He was 
grateful for his grandmother's comforuible : 

*' Well, I think it's very plucky of Val. I'm sure he'll 
make a splendid soldier : he's just the figure for it. 
We shall all be proud of him/* ^ 

“ W'^liat had young Jolly Forsyte to do with it ? W'hy 
did you go together ? " pursued S<ames, uncannilv 
relentless. " I thought you weren't friendly with him ? '' 

“ I'm not," mumbled V'al, "’but I wasn't going to be 
lieaten by him.’* He Siiw-^his uncle kx’k at him <pnt,e 
differently, as if approving.'* Hi.s grandfather was lUKiding 
too, his grandmother tos.sing her liead. 'riiey ah approved 
of lii^ not lx*mg beaten by tha^tou.sin <»f hi% Ihere must 
lx* a reason I Val was dimly con-sdous of some disturbing 
point outside his range of' vision ; as it mtglU lx*, the 
unlocated centre of a tyelonc. And, .staring at Ins unde's 
fu'e, lie had a quite unaccountable vision of a woman with 
d.iik eyes, gold hair, and a white neck, ulio smelt nice, 
and had pretty silken clothes which he had hked fet-ling 
when he wmls quite small. Hy Jove, yes t Aunt Irene ' She 
used to kiss him, and he had bitten lier arm once, playfully, 
Ixcause he hked it — s<j soft, 1 las grandfather was s(>eaWng : 

" What’s liis fatlier doing ? " 

" He's away in Parrs," Val said, staring at the very 
quefT expression on his unclq’s face, like- like that of a 
snarling dog. 

" Artists ! " said James. The word coming from the 
very bottom of his srul, broke up the dinner. 

Upfxisitc his mother in the cab gf>ing home. Val tasted 
the aftcr-fruiU of hcroi.sm. like medlars over rqxr. 

She only said, indeed, that he must go to his tailor's 
.it once and have his unifonj^ properly made, and not just 
[)wt uft witli w'lut they gave him, Hut he u>uld feel Uat 
die was very muiii upset. It was on his lips to ccmsole her 
s-ith the spoken thought that he would be out of the way 
yf that beaMly divorce, but the presence <<f InKigeuf and , 
he knowleogc that his mother w'mdd mt be t^ut of the 
vay» restrained liim. He felt aggneved that she did not 
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seem more proud o{ him. When Imc^en had gone to tied, 
he risked the emotional. 

" I'm awfully sorry to have to leave you, Mother.*' 

" Well, I must m^m the best of it. We must try and 
set you a commis.sion as soon as we can ; then you won’t 
have to rough it sc^ Do you know any drill, Val ? " 

" Not a scrap." 

*' I hope tiiey won't worry you much. I must take 
you about to get the things to-morrow. Good-night, kiss 
me." 

With that kiss, soft and hot, between liis eyes, and 
t^jose words, " I hope tlicy won't worry you much," in 
hw ears, he sat down to a cigarette, before a dying fire. 
The heat was out of him — the glow of cutting a dash. It 
was all a damned heart -aching bore. " I’ll be even witli 
that chap Jolly," he thought, trailing up tlie stairs, past 
tiic room where his motlicr was43iting her pillow to smother 
a sense of desolation wliich was tr^^g to make her sob. 

And soon only one of the diners at James' wa^wake — 
Soames, in l^s bedroom a^ve his father's. * 

So that fellow Jolyon was in Paris — wliat was he doing 
tliere ? Hanging round Irene 1 The last report from 
Policed had hinted that there might be something soon. 
Could it be tliis ? That fellow, with Iris beard and his 
cursed amused way of speaking — son of tlie old man who 
had given him the nickname " Man of lYoperty," and 
bought the fatal house from him. Soames had ever resented 
having had to sell the house at Robin Hill ; never forgiven 
his uncle for having bought it, or his cousin for living in it. 

Reckless of tlie cold, he threw his window up and gazed 
out across the Park. Bleak and dark Uic January night ; 
little sound of traffic ; a fro^t coming ; bare trees ; a star 
or two. " I'll see Poltced to-morrow," he thought. " By 
God ) I'm mad, I tlrink, to want her still That fellow 1 
If ? Uml No!" 


CHAPTER X 

DEATH OF THE DOC BALTHASAR 

1[0LY0N, who had crossed from Calais by bright, arrived at 
-Msobih Hill on Sunday morning. He had sent no word 
b<^arehand, so w*alked up from the station, entering his 
domain by the coppice gate. Coming to the log seat 
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fasliioned out of an old fallen trunk, he sat down, first 
living his overcoat on it. * 1-umbago ! “ he thought ; 
“ that’s what love ends in at my time of hfe ! '* And 
suddenly Irene seemed very uear'^ust as she had i>ecn 
that day of lumbling at Fontainebleau when they liid sat 
on a lug to eat their lunch. Hauntingly near ! Odour 
drawn out of fallen leaves bv the rvfle filtering sunlight 
soaked his n<istrils •' I’m ghd it isn t spring.’' he thought. 
With tile scent of sap, and the song of birds, and the burst - 
inc of tlie biosswms. it would kivc liecn unU\trabIe f 
’* I hope 1 shall be over it by tlien, old ffx>l that 1 ium ^ ’* 
And picking up his coat, he walked on into the held, ile 
passed Uie pond and mounteil tlie hill slowly Near tlie 
top a hoarse harking greeted him. Fp on the lawn alxwe 
the fcmer\' he could jive his old dog lldtlumr. The 
animal. wh««ie dun eyes t»K>kTus ina.ster for a stranger, 
was warning the w*‘rjd against him, Jolyon gave hn 
siKn iil whistle. liven at toat di-st.ince of a Ijundred yaids 
and mow,' he could see the di wrung recogtutioi* in the 
obe^ browm-wliile body. The bid dog got of4hi.s haunches, 
and Ins tail, closc-curlcd over Kh back, liegan a feeble, 
excited iluttering ; he came waddling forward, gathered 
momentum, and disappeared over the tidge of the fernery. 
Jul\<m expected tv» meet him at the wuket gate, but 
Rilth.ts*ir w.us not there, and, rather alarmed, he turtle^] 
into the fernery. On his fat side, looking up with eves 
already glazing, the old d ‘g lay. 

“ What is it. my j'Hxjr old man ? “ cried Jolyon, Ikd* 
llia,s.ir\s curled andf fluffy tail just moved ; hi. ftlming eyes 
seemed saying : " I can’t get up, master, but I’m glad to 
sec vou.” 

Jolyon knelt down ; lies, eyes, verv dunmed, ixiuld 
hardly see the slowlv cea.*^4ng he.ive ii Uie dug’s side. 
Hf niised the head a little - very heavy 

" What is It, dca»raan ? Where arc you hurt > ” The 
tail fluttered once ; the eyes lost the Imk of life, Jolyon 
f>a<>ed ills liands all over tlie inert warm bulk There was 
nothing— -the heart had simply f^led in Uiat oliese Uxly 
from the emotion of liis mafter’s return. Jdyon could feel 
the muzzle, where a few whitish bristles grew, c^xdmg 
alre;idy against eliis Uns. He stayed for mmut minutes 
kneehug, with His hana beneath the stiffening head. The 
body was ^rv heavy wlien he bore it to the tc>p bf tihe 
field ; leaver liad drifted there, and he strewed it with a 
covering of them ; there was no wm4 and they would 
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keep him from curious eyes until the afternoon. *'*1*11 
bury him myself,” he thought. Eighteen years had gcme 
since he first went into the St. John's Wood house vitli 
that tiny puppy in his pocket. Strange that the old dog 
shouM oie just now ! Was it an omen ? He turned at the 
gate to look Ixick a| that ruaset mound, then went slowly 
towards the house, very choky in the throat. 

June was at home ; she had come dowm hot-foot on 
hearing the news of Jolly's enlistment. His patriotism 
had conquered her feeling for the Boers. The atmosphere 
of his house was strange and pocketty when Jolyon came 
in/ind told them of the dog Balthasar’s death. The new's 
had a unifying effect. \ link with the past had snapped — 
the dog Baltliasar 1 Two of them could remember nothing 
before nis day ; to June he represented the last years of her 
grandfather ; to Jolyon that life of domestic stress and 
aesthetic struggle before he caruc again into the kingdom 
of his father’s love and wealth ! And he w^as gone 1 

In the afternoon he and Jolly took picks and spades 
and went out#to the field. They chose a spot close to*tlie 
ru.sset mound, so that they need not carry him far, and, 
carefully cutting off the surface turf, began to dig. They 
dug ill silence for ten minutes, and tiien rested. 

Well, old man,*’ said Jolyon, *' so you tliought you 
ought ? ” 

” Yes,” answered Jolly ; " 1 don’t want to a bit, of 
course.” 

How exactly those words represented Jolyon ’s own 
state*of mind I 

” I admire you for it, old boy. I don’t believe I should 
have done it at your age— -too much of a Forsyte, I'm 
afraid. But I suppo.se the, type gets thinner with each 
generation. Your son, if you Ixave one, may be a pure 
altruist ; who know's ? ” 

” He won't be like me, then, Dad ; «rm beastly selfish.’* 

** No, my dear, that you clearly are not.” Jolly shook 
lus head, and they dug again. 

” Strange life a dog’s,** said Jolyon suddenly!; ” tlie only 
four-footer with rudiments of altruism and a sense of 
God! ” 

Jolly looked at his fatlier. 

Do you believe in God, Dad ? I’ve ntver known." 

*At'so searching a question from one to v^hom it was 
impossible to m^ a light reply, Jolyon stood for a 
moment ieeling his back tried by the digging. 
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“'Wliat do you mean by God ? " he said : there are 
two irreconcilable ideas of God. There's Uie Unknowable 
Great! ve Principle— f>ne believes in That. And there’s tJie 
Sum of altruism in man— naturally Ijclieves m Tluit." 

“ I set*. That leaves out Christ dt>esn't it ? " # 

Jolyon stared. Ghrist, the link betwt^^n tlKise two ulca.s I 
Out of the mouth of balx-'s ! Here wa« orthtHl(.»xv si ienti- 
fically explained at last ! The sublime poem of the Christ 
life was man's attempt to join those two irreciWicdahle 
conceptions of (a^d. And since the Sum of human altruism 
was as much a part of llie Unknowable Creative lYiriciple 
as anylliing else iu Nature and the I Universe, a worse ligk 
might iiavc liecn cluistui after all I I'uriny — how one went 
tlirough life wuthout seeing it in that sort of way ! 

" What do think. <4(1 man ? ” he Siiul. 

Jolly frowned. ” Of course, 'my first year we talked a 
good bit alxuit tliat sort of thing Put in the w^coml year 
one gives it up ; I don't know why — it s awfully in- 
teresUng?" 

jAlyon rcmrmlKTed that fw^Ko had talk«ii a gis^l deal 
alK)ut it his first year at Canibiulge, and given it up in 
his second. 

“1 suppose.” siud j<'lly. ” it’s thc*«rrond God. you 
mean, tiuit old Halthasiir had a sense of,” 

” \'es, or he wtuild never have burst his |xjor old he.irt 
btjcanse of s^imething outside liimseH.” 

” It, it wasti t that just selfish emotion, really '* ” 

Jolyon shook his Jsead ” No*, dogs are not pur<» I'orsytes, 
thev love .‘aurx thing outside themM lves,” • 

Jolly smiled. 

Well, I think Um one,” he sidd. ” You km»w. ! only 
enli.stcd iKtausc 1 dared Val^MrUc to.” 

” Hut why ? *' 

*' \Vc Uor each i>ther,” said Jolly shortly. 

” Ah I ” muttere(> Jolyon. bo the feml wrnt on. unto 
the liiird gener.iiion — this luijdeni feud which had no 
overt expression ? 

” Sliiill I tell the boy about it ? ” he timught Hut to 
what end —if he had to hU^f short of his own ? 

And J«l^y thought : ” li\s for Holly to let him know 
about that duipi If she d<xrsn'C it means she doesn’t 
want him told, ^d I should be sneaking. Anyway. Uve 
stopped It. J'd better leave well alone 1 ' * • 

So they dug on in sUeoce. till Jolyon said ; 

” Now. old man. I think it's big enough.’* And. resting 
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on their spades, tiiey gazed down into the hole where a 
few leaves had drifte-d already on a sunset wind. 

*' I can*t bear this part of it/* said Jolyon suddenly. 

“ Let me do it, D%d. He never cared much for me/’ 
lol^on shook his head. 

‘ We’ll lift him ycry gently, leaves and all. I'd rather 
not see him again. I'll take nis head. Now I ” 

With extreme care they raised the old dog’s body, 
whose faded tan and white showed here and there under 
the leaves stirred by the wind. They laid it, heavy, cold, 
and unresponsive, in the grave, and Jolly spread more 
leaves over it, while Jolyon, deeply afraid to show emotion 
before his son, began quickly ^levelling the earth on to 
that still shape. There went the past ! If only there 
were a joyful future to look forward to ! It was like 
stamping down earth on One’s own life. They replaced 
the turf carefully on the sipootli little mound, and, 
grateful that tliey had spared each other’s feelings, 
returned to the house arm-in-arm. 


CHAPTER XI 

TIMOTHY STAYS THE ROT 

On Forsyte's 'Change news of tJie enlistment spread fast, 
together with the report that June, not to be outdone, 
was going to become a Red Cross nurse. These events 
were«so extreme, so subversive of pure Forsyteism, as to 
have a binding effect upon the family, and Timothy's was 
thronged next Sunday afternoon by members trying to 
find (jut what they though^ about it all, and exchange 
with each other a sense of family credit. Giles and Jesse 
Hayman would no longer defend the coast but go to 
Soutli Africa quite soon ; Jolly and Val would be following 
in April ; as to June — well, you never knew what she 
would rc^ly dt) 1 

The retirement from Spion Kop and the absence of any 
good news from the seat of imparted an air of reality 
to all this, clinched in startling fashion by Timothy, The 
youngs! of the old Forsytes — scarcely eighty, in fact — 
popularly supposed to resemble their father, '* Superior 
Doaw^t,” even in his best-known characteristic^of drinking 
Sherry — had been invisible for so many years that he 
was almost m>'thical. A long generation had elapsed 
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sinw the nf?ks o? a publisher's business h*»d wetrk^^ on 
his nerves at the age of forty, so that he h^d gnt tut with 
a mere thirty-five thousar d pounds in tiic world, and 
started to maice hb living bv careful investment. 1 fitting 
by every year, at compound interest, he had doubled his 
pipital in forty years without lui\*ing^once known wkit 
it >vas like to Nhake n; hi^ shoes over m<'nev nuitters. He 
was now putfirg af-idc sonic two tliousaifd a vrar. and, 
witli the care he was taking of himself. rxfKrteti, so 
Aunt Ib'ster said, t * double his capital again lndoie he 
died. What he would do with it then, with his sisters dead 
and himself dc.ul was often mockmglv queried by Irgi" 
spinls such as brant le, Euphemia, or vouijg Nnholas’ 
sei’ond, Clinstojiher, whose spirit was so Iret' tlut he luuj 
actually tviid he was going on the stage All admit tevi, 
however, that this was best kilown to Tina thv himself, 
and piishiblv to Sonnies, who never divulged a sin rrt 
Thc»se few b'orsvtcs who liad seen him re|it>tud a man 
of tliick wrd robust ap|>c*irance, not very' tal! with a 
brow'n-red complexinn, grey hiflr. and little #f the refme 
nieut of fe.iture witli whnh most of the biasyies had Ixsen 
endowed bv SujHTior lUrb^-ci's *' wife, a wf»mau f*f some 
bc.ivUy ju:d a gentle temperament. It wits known that he 
had laktMi .sur][>nsi!.g interest m Hie war, slit king flags 
into a maj) v\ cr since it Ix'gan, and there was unea.Mness as 
to what wi.uld hajqien if the English were driven into the 
sea, when it woidd lx* almiAt impossible for him to |»m 
the flags in the right places As to hi.s km -wh ligc of family 
movements, or his views about them, hi tie was kn«wft. 
save Uiat Aunt Hester was always dedanng th..t he wa-s 
very upset. It wits, then, m the nature uf a fxirUrnt when 
Forsytes, arriving on the Suqflay after Uie rvar nation of 
Spioji Kop, bccjunc conscious, out after the fdher. of a 

C resence seate4l in tiie only really comfortaldc anna Iwir. 

ack to tile hght, etneeaiing the lower {»ail of hi.u hice 
witli a large hand, and were greeted by the awed voice of 
Aunt Hester ; 

" Your Uncle Timothy, my dear.'" 

Timothy's greeting to thegi all was somewhat identical ; 
and rather, as it were, (lassed over ^ him than expressed. 
" How de do ?t How de do ? ‘Xcusc me getuc' up ! " 
Francic was present, and Eustace had come m his car ; 
Winifred Drought Imogen, breaking the ice o! Urn 
restitution proceedings with the wannih of family appre* 
ciatton at Val's enlistment ; and Marian Tweetynian with 
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the Lost news of Giles and Jesse. These with Aunt )uley 
and Hester, young Nicholas, Euphemia, and — of ajl 
people ! — George, who had come with Eustace in the car, 
constituted an assembly worthy of the family's palmiest 
day^ There was not one chair vacant in the whole of tlie 
little drawing-roopi. and anxiety was felt lest some one 
else should arrive. 

The constraint caused by Timothy's presence having 
worn off a little, conversation took a military turn. George 
asked Aunt Julev when she was going out with tlie Red 
Cross, almost reducing her to a state of gaiety ; whereon 

turned to Nicholas and said : 

Young Nick’s a warrior bold, isn't he ? When’s he 
going to dlon the wild khaki ? " 

Young Nicholas, smiling with a sort of sweet depreca- 
tion. intimated that of' course his mother was very 
anxious. , 

” The Dromios are off, 1 hear.” said George, turning to 
Marian Tweet yman ; ” we shall all be there tioon, En 
avant, the Iwsytes I Roll, bowl, or pitch ! Who’s tor a 
cooler ? ” 

Aunt Juicy gurgled. Gt'orge was so droll 1 Should Hester 
get Timothy’s map ? Then he could show them all where 
they were. 

At a sound from Timothy, interpreted as assent, Aunt 
Hester left tlie room. 

(k'orge pursued his image of the Forsyte advance, ad- 
dressing Timothy as Field Marshal and Imogen, w'hom 
he Imd noted at once for ” a pretty filly," — as Vivandiere ; 
and holding his top hat between his knees, he began to 
beat it with imaginary drumsticks. The reception accorded 
to his fantasy was mixe4. All laughed — George was 
licensed ; but all felt that the family was being ” rotted ; ” 
and this seemed to them unnatural, now that it was going 
to gi\T five of its members to the service of the Queen. 
George might go too far ; and there was relief when he got 
up, ollered liis arm to Aunt Juley, marched up to Timothy, 
saluted him, kissed his aunt with mock passion, said, ” Oh 1 
wliat a treat, dear papa ! Come on, Eustace I ” and walked 
out, followed by the grave and fastidious Eustace, who 
had never smiled. Aunt Juley 's bewildered. ” Fancy not 
waiting for the map ! You mustn't mind "'him, Timothy. 
He’s'sro droll I ” broke the hush, and Timothy ^removed the 
hand from his moutli. 

” 1 don’t know what things are cornin’ to,” he was heard 
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to say. ** What's all this about goin* out there ? Tliat’s 
rjot the way to beat those lioers/’ 

Frande done had the hardihood to observe : 

What is. then, Uncle Timothy 
'* All tliis new -fangled volunteerin' and expense — le|tin* 
money out of the country." 

Just then Aunt Hester brought in the map. handling 
it like a baby with eruptions. Witii the as.stsuncc of 
Eupliemia it was laid on the piano, a small t^lwtKxl 
grand, last played on, it was belicve<l, the summer Ivlore 
Aunt Ann died, tliirteen years ag<* Timotliv fo^v He 
w-alkcd over t<» the piano.' «ind stood Unj^ng at hi.s imm 
while they ail gathered round. * 

*' There you are." he said ; " that's the position up to 
date; and very fvoor it is. lUm!*' 

" Yes." said I rancie, greatlv daring, " but h(»w are you 
going to alter it, Uiulc Ti!n|»ihv, without ru**ri ? ’* 
"Men!" siud Tiruothv; "you want men— 

wastin' tlx; country's money. You waul a Na[H>leon, he'd 
setthMt in a montli." * • 

" Hut if vou haven't got him, Uncle Tntiothv ^ " 

" 'Huit's their business." replied Timothv. ’ What have 
wc kept the Army up for-- to eat (heir heaib n|f m tunc 
of peace 1 They ought lx* ashamed of theni>elves, cornin’ 
on the iountry to help them like this I Ixt every nun 
stick to lus husiiK ss, and we shall get on " 

Ami Ifsjking r juml him. he added almost angnlv : 

" Volunteenn'. mdetdl Throwin' gunl monev after 
bad ! We mu.st save t (.'.oiiserve energy- -that s tin* luily 
wav." And witli a prolonged sound, not quite a siull 
and not quite a snort, he trod on Kupiienua’s t/K*. am! 
w^nt out. leaving a .sensation |Uid a faint Mxjnt of Utiiey 
sugar beiiizid lurn. 

The eflect of ijoroething said with ctwiviciion by one 
wlio hiis evidently nmde a sacnfice t<» sav it is ever con* 
siderable. And the eight Forsytes left Ufhmd, all wrrtiien 
except young Nicholas, were silent for a moment round 
the map. Then Francie said : 

" Kcallv. 1 tliink he’s ngl**, you knrm-. After all. what 
is the Army for ? They ought to have known It's only 
encouraging then*" 

" My dear ! " tried Aunt Juley, " but they’ve bfsen so 
progressive. ^Tliink of tlieir giving up tlietr scarlet. They 
wmtt always so proud of it. And now they alt look like 
:onvict3. Hester and 1 were only saying yesterday we 
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were sure they must feel it very much. Fancy wliat the 
Iron Duke would have said 1 " 

“ The new colour's very smart,** said Winifred ; ** Val 
looks quite nice in hfca.'* 

A’^nt Juley sighed. 

I do so wonder what Jolyon's boy is like. To think 
we’ve never seen him I His father must be so proud of 
liim.** 

“ His father's in Paris," said Winifred. 

Aunt He.stcr’s shoulder was seen to mount suddenly, as 
if to w'ard ofl her sister's next remark, for Juley 's crumpled 
cheeks had diwiied. 

" We had dear little Mrs. MacAnder here yesterday, 
just back from Paris. And whom d’you think she saw 
there in the street ? You '11 never gue«5." 

" We shan't try, Auntie,” said Euphemia. 

“ Irene 1 Imagine I After all this time ; walking with 
a fair beard " 

Auntie 1 you'll kill me 1 A fiur beard **/ 

** I was going to say,'* said Aunt Juicy severely, “ a 
fair-bearded gentleman. And not a day older ; she was 
always so pretty," she added, with a sort of lingering 
apology. • 

" Oh I tell us about her, Auntie," cried Imogen ; " I 
can just remember her. She's the skeleton in the family 
cuplxwu'd, isn't she ? And tliey're such fun." 

Aunt Hester sat down. Really, Juley had done it 
now I 

"iShc wasn’t much of a skeleton as I remember her," 
munnured Huphemia, " extremely well-covered," 

'* My dear I said Aunt Juley, " what a peculiar way of 
putting it — not very nice." 

" No, but what was she like ? *’ persisted Imogen. 

" ril tell you. my diild," said Erandc; " a kind of 
modem Venus, very well dressed." v 
Euphemia said sSiaiq^ly : " Venus was never dre^d, 
and she had blue eyes of zneltmg sapphire." 

At this iuncture'Nicholas tool his leave. 

*' Mrs. Nick is awfully strict" said Frandc with a laugh. 
" She has six diildren," said Aunt Juley ; " very 
proper she should be careful." r 

" Was Unde Soaraes awfully fond of her ? " pursued 
the Inexorable Imogen, moving her dark lusdous eyes 
from face to face. 

Aunt Hester made a gesture of despair, just as Aunt 
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Juicy answered : “ Yes, your Uncle Soames was very 
jnuch attached to her, * 

" I suppose she ran off with some one ? *' 

** No, ceiiainly not ; that is — noUprevb^^ly." 

** What did she do, then, Auntie * ** " ^ 

“Come along. Imogen," said \\ni4red, "we must be 
g. tting back." 

But Aunt Juicy interjetted resolutely ; " She — she 
didn’t behave at all well " 

"Oh. Uttlier!’ (ned Imogen; " tliat's as far ns 1 
ever get." 

“ Well, iny d<Mr," said Francie, " she had a love affair 
which ended with the young man's deatli ; and tlien sne 
left your uncle. I alwav's rather hkc<l her." 

" Hhe used tt» give me chotxdates." murmured Imt'geii, 
** and smell nice." 

" (.Jf course ! " remarked Fuphemia. 

"Not of course at " replied Franc le. who tiseil 
parijculaely expensive essence of gilly flower liersidf, 

"*I c&n't think what we nr^ atxnit/’ sai<4 Aunt Juicy, 
raising lier liands. " talking of such things I " 

" Was she divorcixl * a^ked Imogen Irt.in tlie d<K»r. 

" Certainly not." cried Aunt Juley ; "*111.11 ut** eerUudy 
not." 

A sound wics heaid over by the far door. Timothv had 
re-emtered the Un k dr.i\%ing rooni. " Fve come for my 
map," he Siiid " \Mu»‘.s U-eu d$v»>rm! ' 

' No one. uncle, ' replied f ranuc wiUi perie< i truth 
Timothy tes'k his map od the piano. • 

" IXrti't letN have anvtlung of tlwt sort m the family," 
he said. " All thrs cnlrsUn's bad cmmgh. The country's 
breakin' up ; I don't kaow^what we re comm' to." He 
siuH-k a thick finger at the rwm : " Too many womwi 
nowadavs, and tiiey don't know what they want." 

So s,mng, he grasped tlie iruip firmly wiiii both hands, 
and went out as if afr<4id of being answered. 

The sc'vcn women whom he lutd addrewird broke into 
a suMued murmur, out of which emergcxl F'nwide'*^, 

" Kuaily, the Forsytes'^ tl " and Aunt Juky » : " He 

mustjiave lus feet in mustard and hot water to-night, 
Hester ; wUl you teU Jane > 'The blood has gone to his 
head again, I'nlafraid. ..." 

That cvciimg, ^h«m she and Hester were sittmg’alone 
after dinner, she dropped a stitch m her crochet* and 
looked up : 
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** Hester, I can't think where I've heard that 'dear 
Soames wants Irene to come back to him again. Who 
w^s it told us that George made a funny drawing of liinJ 
with the words, ' won't be happy till he gets it ' ? " 

" jpustace," answered Aunt Hester from behind The 
Times ; " he had it in his pocket, but he wouldn't show 
it us." 

Aunt Juley was silent, ruminating. The clock ticked, 
The Times crackled, the fire sent forth its rustling purr. 
Aunt Juley dropped another stitch. 

" Hester," she said, " I have had such a dreadful 
thought." 

" Then don't tell me," said Aunt Hester quickly. 

" Oh 1 but I must. You can't think how dreadful 1 " 
Her voice sank to a whisper : 

" Jolyon — Jolyon, they say, has a — ^lias a fair beard, 
now." 


CHAPTER XII 

c 

PROGKESS OF THE CHASE 

Two days after the dinner at James', Mr. Polteed provided 
Soames witli IcxhI for thought. 

"A gentleman," he said, consulting the key concealed 
in his left hand, " 47 as we say, lias been paying marked 
attention to 17 during the last month in Paris. But at 
present there seems to have been nothing very conclusive. 
The meetings liavc all been in public places, without con- 
cealment — restaurants, the up^ra, the Comique, the 
Louvre, Luxembourg Gardens, lounge of tJic hotel, and 
so forth. She had not yet J?een traced to his rooms, nor 
viu versa. They went to Fontainebleau — but notJung of 
value. In short, the situation is promising, but requires 
patience." And, looking up suddenly, he added : 

" One rather curious point — 47 he^ the same name as 
--er— 31 ! " 

" The fellow knows I'm her husband," thought Soames, 

" Ciiristian name— an odd qne — Jolyon," continued Mr. 
Polteed, " We know his address in I^aiis and his residence 
here. We don't wish, of course, to betrunning a wrong 
hare," 

" Go on with it, but be careful," said Soaiqps doggedly. 

Instinctive certainty that tliis detective fellow bad 
fathomed his secret made him all the more reticent. 
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•' Excuse me,” said Mr. Polteed. " I'll just sec if there's 
jLnj^hing fresh in." 

He returned witii some letters. Rclocking the door« 
he ^^lanced at the envelt>j>es. ^ 

Yes, here’s a personal one from 19 to nn-M^U 'g 
** Well ? '* said ^lanies. . ^ 

’* Um ! " said Mr. f’oltewl, " she says : ‘ 47 left for 
England to-day. Address on his kiggagc : Rohm Hill 
Parted from 17 in Univrt* Galleiy- at 3.30 ; nothn»« very 
striking. Thought it best to .slay and continue ol^Tva- 
lion of 17. Yon will deal \Mth 47* in England if you think 
desirable, no doubt.’ '* And Mr. Poltecd lifted an im- 
professional glance on Sti,imes, as though ho might It 
storing maten.d for a b<M>k on human nature after he had 
gone out of bu.sme.ss. " Very intelligent woman, 19. and 
a wonderful make-up. Not cheap, but earns her money 
well, Tin.:rc*s no subpicionpf being shadowc'il .so far Put 
after a time, as you kiifnv, .sensitive |xv>ple aie liable to 
get the feeling of it, willnnit anything definite to go on. 

I should rather advise h*tting> 1 ip on 17, angj keeping an 
eye on 47. We ran t get at corresjiondeiKe without great 
nsk, I hardly advi.se that at this stage. Put you can tell 
your client that it’s l«M»kingiup vcr>' welf " And again hb 
narrowed eyes gleanuxi at his taatuni cu.stc»mer. 

" No," said S^kimes suddenly, " I prefer that you 
should keep the watch gmng disi'.rwtly m Pans, and 
not concern yourM*lf wnth this end " 

Very well. ' replied Mr, Poltced, ** we tan do it." 

*' What — what ls the manner between them " • 

" ril read you wliat she .s^iys.*’ said Mr Polteed, un- 
locking a bureau drawer and talung out a tile of jHiperM ; 

" she sums it up somcwherc^confidentially. Yen, here it 
is ! ‘ 1 7 very attractive — amchide 47, longer in the trxith ' 
(slang for age, you knttw)—* distinctly gone -wailing hU 
time— 17 perhaps h»iding ad ft»r terms, imjxwMble to «ay 
without Imowing more Hut indiiied to think on th« 
wlu»le — doesn’t Imow her min<l— likely to act on tmpulie 
some day. lioth have style ' " 

** Wiiat does tlut mean I ’’ said Suames lictwecn close 

Ups. , 

*' Well," murntured Mr. Prdteed with a smile, sliowing 
many white teefli, " an expression we use. In other words, 
it’s not hki^y to be a week-end bimness— they'll *coni« 
together senously or not at ail." 

" H‘m I " muttered Soames, ” that’s aU, is it ? ” 
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** Yes,” said Mr. Polteed, ” but quite promising.” 

” Spider ! ** thought Soames. ** Good-day ! ” 

He walked into the Green Park that he might cross tS 
Victoria Station and^take the Underground into the city. 
For late in January it was warm ; sunlight, through the 
haze, sparkled on ^he frosty grass — an illumined cobweb 
of a day. 

Little spiders — ^and great spiders I And the greatest 
spinner of all, his own tenacity, for ever wrapping its 
cocoon of threads round any clear way out. What was 
tliat fellow hanging round Irene for ? Was it really as 
P^lteed suggested ? Or was Jolyon but taking compassion 
on her loneliness, as he would call it — sentimental radical 
chap that he had always been ? If it were, indeed, as 
Poltced hinted 1 Soames stood still. It could not be I 
The fellow was seven years older tlian himself, no ^tter 
looking 1 No richer 1 What attraction had he ? 

” Besides, he’s come back,” nc thought ; ” that doesn*t 
look. . . . Ill go and see him I ” And, taking out a card, 
he wrote : # * 

” If you can spare half an hour some afternoon this 
week, 1 Shall bq, at the Connoisseurs any day btdween 
5.30 and 6 , or I could come to the Hotcli Potch if you 
prefer it, I want to see you. — S. F.” 

He walked up St. Tees's Street and confided it to the 
porter at the Holch Potch. 

” Give Mr. Jolyon Forsyte tliis as soon as he comes in,' 
he siaid, and took one of tlie new motor cabs into the 
city. . . . 

Jolyon received that card the same afternoon, and 
turned his face towards Connoi.sseiirs. Wlmt did 
Soames want now ? Had ne got wind of Paris ? And 
stepped across St. James’s Street, he determined to make 
no secret of liis visit. ” But it won’t do,” he thought, ” to 
let him know she’s there, unless he knows already.” On 
this compliaited state of mind he was conducted to where 
Soames w'ds drinking tea in a small bay-window. 

” No tea, thanks,” said Jolyon, ” but I'll go on smoking 
if 1 may.” 

The curtains were not yet drawn, though the lamps 
outside were lighted ; the two cousins sat waiting on each 
other. ^ 

” You've been in Paris, 1 hear,” said Soames at last. 

” Yes : just back,” 
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YoMg Val told me ; he and your boy are gomg od, 
then ? Jolj^n nodded. 

• You didn't happen to see Irene. I suppoiw\ It aptvt^.ini 
she s abroad Sf^mewhere," 

Jolyon wrea4htHl lumself in smoke Thdore he answeiwl : 
Yes, I saw her. " • 

" How WMS she ? " 

" Very well.' 

There was fuiother silence ; then Soames rou.stxi him >^‘11 
in Iiis chair. 

" When I saw you last, ' he ,s.ud. ‘ I was in two naials. 
We talked, and you expresse»i your opimtm. I don t with 
to rcojHiii that (iiscussmn. I only wanttsi to s,iV Ihif: 
My position with her is extreoiely diifault. 1 iloii't want 
you to go using your iidluenta'*^an,st nie Wh.it hap[»ened 
IS a v<‘r),\long tune ago. I'm going tt> ..isk l»er h* let bygones 
be bygones." 

'' Vou have fiskcxl her, vAi know," murninred Jolvon, 

" I he i(kM was new to her then ; it c*iiue as a Hh<»ck. 
But Hie more she thinks of it. tfl<* more she see tu.it 
it's the only way out for lx*th of u.s." 

" 1'hat‘s hot my impression of her state n( mmd/' itaitl 
Jolyon wuth p*trtu,uUr c,.lm, *' And, foiiii;ive my 
you iiin»couceive tla* matter if you think iea.sotj comes mto 
It at all." 

He sa\v his cousin's face grow pder — he had usotJ, with- 
out knowing il, Irene's own wortls 

" 'rhanks," muUetiHl Soames. ' but I see things iierhafs 
more jilainly than you thmk. 1 only want to l>e sure th a 
you won t try to influence her against me ’ 

" I don't know what makes vou thmk I have any iri- 
fluence." a.ud jolyon ; " but if i have fm IkiuiuI to «s<‘ it 
m the direction of what 1 thmk is her happiness. I am 
what they c.iU a ' temuust.' 1 believe." 

" Keminist ' " re|)outc<j Soames. as if seeking to gain 
time. " Doesi that mean thiit you’re against me ' " 

" Bluntly." Stiid Jolyon, ' I’ra ag^unst anv wi>ma« 
living with iuiy man whom she dehnitely Oishk«*s, ft 
appears to me rotten." , 

" Ari^ I supjiufte each lime you sec her you put your 
opinions into hcr^mmd." 

" I am not likely to be seeing her," 

" Not goirig back to Riris ^ " 

" Not so far as I know," said Jolyon, consdomi of the 
intent watchfulness in Soames' face. 
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Well, that's all 1 had to say. Any one who comes 
between man and wife, you Imow, incurs heavy re- 
sponsibility." 

Jojyon rose and n^de him a slight bow. 

"pood-^>ye/’ he said, and, without offering to shake 
hands, moved away, leaving Soames staring after him. 
** We Forsytes," thought Jolyon, hailing a cab, " are very 
civilised. With simpler folk that might have come to a 

row. If it weren't for my boy going to the war " The 

war 1 A gust of his old doubt swept over him. A precious 
war I Domination of peoples or of women 1 Attempts 
to master and possess those who did not want you 1 'The 
negation of gentle decency 1 Possession, vested rights; 
and any one " agin " 'em — outcast ! " Thank Heaven ! " 
he thought, " I always fciy' agin ’ ’em, anyway 1 " Yes I 
Even before his first disastrous marriage he could, remem- 
ber fuming over the bludgeoning of Ireland, or the 
matrimonial suits of women tidying to be free of men they 
loathed. Parsons would have it that freedom soul and 
body were ^uite different tilings t Pernicious dociVine 1 
Body and soul could not thus be separated. Free will was 
tlie strength of any tie, and not its weakness. " I ought 
to have told Soames," he thought, " that I think him 
comic. Ah ! but he’s tragic, too I " 

Was there anything indeed, more tragic in the world 
than a man enslaved by liis own possessive instinct w’ho 
couldn't sec the sky for it, or even enter fully into what 
another person felt ! "I must write and warn her,” he 
thought ; " he’s going to have another try.” And all the 
way home to Robin Hill he rebelled at the strength of that 
duty to liis son which prevented him from posting back 
to Paris. . . . 

But Soames sat long in Sis chair, the prey of a no less 
gnawing ache — a jealous ache, as if il had been revealed 
to him tliat this fellow held precedence of himself, and 
had spun fresh threads of resistance to lus way out. 
" Does tiiat mean that you’re against me ? " he liad got 
nothing out of that disingenuous question. Feminist 1 
Phrascy fellow 1 "I mustn’j; rush things,’' he thought. 
" 1 have some breathing space ; he’s not going back to 
Paris, unless he was iymg. I’ll let the spring come 1 " 
Though how the spring could serve him, save by adding 
to his ache, lie would not tell. And garing down into the 
street, w*here figures were passing mom po6l to pool of 
the light from the high lamps, he thought : " Nothing 
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seems any gCKxi— nothing seems worth while, I'm hmdv 
—that’s the trouble." 

He closed his eyes ; and at once he seemed to see Irene 
in a dark street below a church— passing, turning her ne« k 
so that he catight the gleam of her eves and her white 
forehead under a little dark hat. whiclkhad g*»ld ^futtgles 
on it and a veil hanging down behind He hti> ej*es 

— so vividly he had .*vt*cn her 1 A woman avi,^ ; ■ ’.s‘‘ing below, 
but not she ! Oh, no, there was not lung iheic 1 


CHAITEK XIJI 
*' hi:kk we again' 1 ” 

Imogen’s frfK:ks for her firs^scM^on exvn ised tlse judgment 
of her iiKttlier and Uic purse of her gr^indfather all thti-ugh 
tlic monlk of March VV*ith J*4»isylc' te.nuitv Wirnlml 
quested for jMTft*ction. It to<»lf her mind idl the .‘•Ifwiy 
approaching rite which would give her a frefxlom but 
doubtfully desired ; took hec mind. U«'». ruf her, l>i»y and 
his fast approaching depaiturc Imi a war from which the 
news remained (lii><j meting lake l*c***i huarv on simimet 
flowers, or bright gacilhe.s hovering and darling <vver »»pikv 
autumn blossoms slie and her “ httl^ daught»*r/' tall 
nearly as herself and with a bust incasuieinent nrd far 
inferior, hovered in the shops of Kegent Street, the 
establishments of Hanover Square and of Ikmd Sir^'et^lost 
in consideration and t)ie feel of fubrus. Dozens of young 
women of striking deportment and jNXuliar gait fMradwl 
before Winifred and Imogen, ^raped in " creatuum '' The 
models — " Very new, modom quite the latest thing"- ' 
which those two reluctantly tonied down. Wi/uld have 
filled a museum ; tbt models which they were obliged to 
have nearly emptied James’ bank. It was no g<KHl doing 
things by halves, Winifred felt, m view of the need for 
making this first and sole untarai-shed ssasem a con- 

3 )icuous success. Their patignee m trying the paUence of 
lose qnpcrsonal creatures who sw'am al:H>ut Ixtfare them 
could alone liave«becn displayed by such as were moved 
by faith. It waS for Winifred a long prosnataon lyfore 
her dear goddess Fashion, fervent as a Catliohc might 
make before the Virgin ; for Imogen an *>y 

means too unpleasant-— she often looked so nice, and 
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flattery was implicit everywhere : in a word it ‘ was 
amusing.” 

On the afternoon of the 20th of March, having, as it 
were, gutted Sk)rw4rd's, they had sought refreshment 
over^the way at Carmel and Baker's, and, stored with 
chocolate frothed ^at the top with cream, turned home- 
wards through Berkeley Square of an evening touched 
with spring. Opening the door — freshly painted a light 
olive-green ; nothing neglected that year to give Imogen 
a gooQ send-ofl — ^Winifred passed towards the silver basket 
to see if any one had called, and suddenly her nostrils 
twitched. V 5 hat was that scent ? 

Imogen had taken up a novel sent from the library, and 
stood absorbed. Rather slvirply, because of the queer 
feeling in her breast, Wini^ed said : 

” Take that up, dear, and have a rest before dinner.” 
Imogen, still reading, passed up the stairs. Winifred 
heard the door of her room slammed to, and drew a long 
sayouimg breath. it spring tickling heir senses — 

whipping up. nostalgia for her ” clown,” against ail 
wisdom and outraged virtue ? A male scent ! A faint 
reek of cigars and lavender-water not smelt since that 
e^ly autumn nigflit six months ^o. when she had called 
him ” the limit.” Whence came it, or was it ghost of scent 
— shtser emanation from memory ? She looked round her. 
Notliing— not a thing, no tiniest disturbance of her hall, 
nor of tlie dining-room. A little day-dream of a scent — 
illusory, saddening, silly ! In the silver biisket were new 
cards, two witli ” Mr. and Mrs. Polegate Thom,” and one 
with ” Mr. Polegate Thom ” thereon ; she sniffed them, 
but they smcllea severe, ” I must be tired,” she tliought, 
” I'll go and lie down.” Upstairs the drawing-room was 
darkened, waiting for some naud to give it evening light ; 
and she passed 011 up to her bedroom. This, too, was half- 
curtained and dim, for it was six o'clock. Winifred threw 
off her coat — that scent again ! — then stood, as if shot, 
trat\sfixed against the bed-rail. Something dark had risen 
from the sofa in the far corner. A word of horror — ^in her 
family—- escaped her : ” God 1 ” 

” It's I — ^Monty,” said a voice. 

Clutching the bed-rail. Winifred reached up and turned 
the switch of the Ught hanging above her dressing-table. 
He appeared just on the rim of the light's d:g:umference, 
embkueoned from the absence of ius watch-chain down to 
boots neat and sooty brown, but — yes ! — split at the toe- 
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cap. His chest and faa? were shadowy. Surely he was 
t^|in — or w’iis it a trn k of the hjtjht ? He advaiueil. lighted 
now from toe-aip» to the top of his dark hr^ol ■‘Hsmriy a 
little grifzled ! His ccunpiexum lud ijiarkrttrd. sallowed : 
huf. black moujltirhe had lost Mdm's-v. sardonic; 

there were lines w!ii<h she did not kui^u a Unit hni met. 
There wius n»> pin in his Ue ilis suit— all ? alie knew that 
— but how nnpressKxi, uftglossy \ She stared Again at the 
toe-Ciip of lus Unit. Stimething big and relentless had 
Ixrcn ** at Inin.” had turned and twisted, raketl and 
scraped him. And ,she staved, not s|>eaking. rnoti' nlesis. 
starini' at tliat cr.a k across the toe. 

“ Well I ” he siud. " 1 got the t>nW. I m Knk ' "* • 
Winifred's U<h<mi U'^gan to heave The nostalgia for lier 
hnsUind which had rushed up with that s».eiit wa.H 
struggln*^? with a dcepi'r iea!*nisv than any she lail felt 
vet. riii't'* he was- -a liaik .»id .cs if harried, shadow of 
his sleek and bra/.en self ! vVlui forc4? hail done this to 
him— ^qnt'ezed him hke an oramje to its dry nnd i That 
woman ’ • 0 

" I'm bark, ■ he said again. " Tve had a irastly time. 
By Ceid 1 1 c.ojse .siet‘f,ige I’ve got notlung but what 1 
stand up in and that lag “ * 

*' Ana who had the rest } ” cried Wimfr<'d. suddeidv 
alive, " How d.iic*<i von conic ^ You knew it w'4,s pest lor 
divorce tliat y<»u got tliat older to tome Unk IhmT 
ton< h me S ’’ 

Tiiey held each to the nul of ilie big lr<l where they 
Ixad sjient .so manv years of nighlij togetiirr. Many timnt, 
vca» ■ many Umes she had wanted him Iwu k But now tliat 
lie had come site w.is idled with thi-s u4d and deadly 
resentment. He put his hand up to his rnousUi he; tnit 
did not frizz and twif,i it in Uie old fanulur way, he jmit 
pulled It downwarch. 

" tiad ! ’’ he s-ud if you knew the tune I'vt; iuMi I ** 
" I'm glad 1 don't ! " 

*' Are Uie kicU all right ? ** 

Winifred noiided. * How did you get in ? ** 

** VVitii my key." , 

“ Tl^n tile nuids don't kntm'. You can’t »tay here, 
Monty." • 

He uttered a ftttlc sardotiic laugh. 

*' Where t^ien f “ 

Anvwhere." 

" VVelh look at me ! That— tliat danmed^ 
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** If you mention her,** cried Winifred, ** I go straight 
out to Park Lane and I don't come back." 

Suddenly he did a simple thing, but so uncharacteristic 
that it moved her. ^He snut his eyes. It was as if he had 
sai^ : " All right I I’m dead to the world!" 

’"You can ha^ve a room for the night," she said; 
" your things are still here. Only Imogen is at home." 

He leaned back against the bed-rail. " Well, it's in 
your hands." And his own made a writhing movement. 

I've been through it. You needn't hit too hard — it 
isn’t worth while. I’ve been frightened ; I've been 
frightened, Freddie." 

^ iiiat old pet name, disused for years and years, sent a 
shiver through Winifred. * 

" What am I to do with him ? " she thought. " What 
in God's name am 1 to do with him ? " o 

" Got a cigarette ? " 

She gave him one from a little box she kept up there 
for when she couldn't sleep at night, andf^Ughted it. 
With that action the matter-of-fact side of her nature 
came to life again. 

" Go and have a hot bath. I'll put some clothes out for 
you in the dressing-room. We can talk later." 

He nodded, and fixed his eyes on lier— they looked 
half-dead, or was it tliat the folds in the lids had become 
heavier ? 

" He’s not the same," she thought. He would never be 
quite the same again I But what would he be ? 

"♦All right I " he said, and went towards the door. He 
even moved differently, like a man who has lost illusion 
and doubts whetlicr it is worth while to move at all, 

Wlien he was gone, an^ she heard the water in the 
bath running, she put out a complete set of garments on 
the bed in his dressing-room, then went downstairs and 
fetched up the biscuit box and whisky. Putting on her 
coat again, and listening a moment at bathroom door, 
she went down and out. In the street she hesitated. Past 
seven o'clock I Would Soames be at liis Qub or at Park 
Lane ? She turned towards the latter. Back 1 Soames 
had always feared it — she had sometimes hoped it.« Back ! 
^ like liim— <Jown that he was — ^witL this : " Here we 
are again ! " to make fools of them alh^f the Law, of 
Soames, of herself ! Yet to have done with the Law, not 
to have that murky cloud hanging over ner and the 
children 1 What a relief! Ah! but how to accept th’S 
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rclufn ? Tlut '* woman *' had ravaged him, tAken fo^ru 
him passion such as he had never Iv'^taued m heri»elf, 
Inch as she had not tiioucht him capable Theie was 
the sting I That selfish, bmtint " <«t hers, tvlv^m 

slie herself had never really stirred, had liepft swepLaiKl 
ungamished by ancther uonuii * I Tijo irs- 

snlting ! Not right, not det'ent to take htfn Kuk ? Asul 
yet she had ask<‘d for lum ; the Law jw‘fha|w would nvdt ' 
IjtT now ! He was a> mticli her hiisKind us ever -she hatl 
pul iierseii out <if u>urt ! And all In- want«*tt, m* d ubt. 
was money — to latp him in dears and tavd!tler-wut»'f ! 
That scent ! “ After all. I’m n<»t t*ld, ’ ^l»e thought. '' ijL^t 
old yet!" Hut tiiat woman win* had frduir»i hflffTi- 
tliose words ; “ i'vc lieen thnuigh it I've Ix’cn frigiitencd 
— frightened. Freddie 1 " She nearod iwr father’s hoWM*. 
dnven wav and tliat, vvlllI^ all the time the l-ofsvte 
uiidertiwv WwLS drawing her to d'’ep tMmbrnon ih.it niters 
all he was her propertv, t * Ift' iielil against a robbuu; world. 
And so tame to Jatnfn 

“Mr. SrMincs ? In ius u^mf} FH go iij^, don't ^ly 
I'm here." 

Her brotlier was dresj^mg. She found him M’Hr a 
mirror, t png a bla< k Um* with an air of efc-^nsmg its ends 
“Hall<»’’ lie .siiKl contemplating h«r m the gUw . 

“ what's wrong r " 

“ Monty ! ’ SiUd Winifred st.>jnly, 

Soaincs sjmn round. " \Mtal ! ' 

“Hoist," muttered Soiimes. “with our <wn pelurd 
Why the dcucc didn't you hi me trv cruelty > I always 
knew It w£Ui too much risk Urn w.tv ’ , 

“ Oh ! Ikm't talk alxmt Uut ! Uh.it shall i do ? 
S\)amcs answered, w illi a deep, dei'p M»und, 

•• Well ? " said Winifnil impatiently. 

“ Wiiat has he to niv for htm.seU ' 

“ Nothing. One of liis b<K.»tit is split iuSim the toe. 
Soamfs stared at her. ^ ^ 

“ All I " he said, '* of coursie I On hts bcMin eneb. ho- 
lt l>egins again 1 This’ll abopt hni-di father. 

“ Qui’t we keep it from mm r' 

“ Impossible, ide has an uncanny flair i<fT anytlung 

^^^And'hTto^ with fingers iKioked into his blirf 
braces. ’"Acre ought to I>e some way to kw, he 
muttered, " to make him safe." 

F.S. 


a 
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'* No,” cried Winifred, ” I won't be made a fo61 of 
igain ; Td sooner put up with him." 

The two stared at each other. Their hearts were full ot 
eeling, but they CQpld give it no expression— Forsytes 
hatjthey were. 

" where did yoi^ leave him ? " 

** In the bath." And Winifred gave a little bitter laugh. 

' The only thing he‘s brought back is lavender-water.’^ 

'* Steady ! " said Soames, " you're thoroughly upset. 
*11 go back with you." 

“What’s the use ? " 

^ “ We ought to make terms with him." 

‘“'^rermsT It'll alwa)^ be the same. When he recovers 

-<ards and betting, drink and 1 “ She was silent, 

emembering the look on her husband’s face. The burnt 
:hild — the burnt cliild. Perhaps • 

*‘ Recovers ? “ replied Soames. “Is he ill ? “ 

“ No ; burnt out ; that’s all." 

Soames took his waistcoat from a chair andiPut it on, 
le took liis*coat and goV into it, he scented nis hand- 
kerchief with eau-de-Cologne, threaded his watch-chain, 
md said ; “ We haven't any luck." 

And in the midst of her own trouble Winifred was sorry 
for him, as if in that little saying he had revealed deep 
trouble of his own. 

“ Td like 10 see mother," she said. 

“ She’ll be witli father in their room. Come down 
quietly to tlie study. I'll get her." 

Winifred stole down to the little dark study, chiefly 
remarkable for a Canaletto too doubtful to be placed else- 
where, and a fine collection of Law reports unopened for 
many years. Here she stood, with her back to maroon- 
coloured curtains close-drawn, staring at the empty grate, 
till her mother came in followed by Swunes. 

“ Oh ! my poor dear I " said Emily. “ How miserable 
you look in here 1 This is too bad of him, really 1 " 

As a family they had so guarded themselves from the 
expression of all unfashionable emotion that it was im- 
possible to go up and give hen daughter a good hug. But 
there was comfort in ner cusliioned voice, and her still 
dimpled shoulders under some rare black lace. Summoning 
pride, and the desire not to distress her mother, Winifred 
said in her most ofi-hand voice : 

“ It’s all right. Mother ; no good fussing/" 

“ i don't see/’ said Emily, looking at Soames, why 
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WinHred shouldn't tell him that Jbe'U pnaerute him if he 
doesn't keep off the prennse<i. He tooit her pearls ; and 
U he's not brought tiiem back, that'^ quUe enough/' 
Winifred smiled. Tliev would all tdungf aUiui wiUi 
suggestions oi thi> and that, but slil knew alreatlv what 
she would Ih‘ dt int;. and that w;tt» -^nuthing. 'lii*' 
that, after all, siie had w'on a s^rt of vflh^ry, retainnl her 
projwrty, w';us every inoment gaming gMtmd m hn N 
if site wanted to pmush him. she <\uld do U At h ^rm 
witliout the wf'rld knowing. 

“ Well." sittd h.mily, " come into tlte dinint’. oh n* 
coinforiably“'-yiiu must ^tay and have ti.nner mth ns 
Ia;*ivc U to me to trli your i.ither." And. as* WimH^d 
moved tow.inl.'i the d<»or. siie turned out the ht;ht N<‘t 
till then dnl tlu-v see the di-'-o-ter in the c.iriuh.t 
There, allractcd bv light frism a ro* m never hgld^ti 
James w;is standing with his dutM f4*<tned iatnenun^p 
idtawl folded ah ait ium. Unit ins arn:. w»ne ni>t frrr 
and hts Mlvcivd head hioked cut of! Irtim hii l.tsIne-nahU 
trousered leg', as if by ar» expir e of df v rt He sitv ,{. 
iinimtably J»tv rk liKe, with an e.vpre.'wsu*n as U Tie Jwiw 
him a fr'g too Lirge to sw dinw. 

" Waal's all this •' " lie said. " TcU yi^ur father i \ on 
never tell me anvtlnng." 

Tiic moment found himly without replv If 
Winifred who went up to him. and, living one hiiiid on 
eatii of his .swat tad. helpless arms, said : 

" Monty's rujt gone Ixiiikrupt, l ather. He’s only cone- 


DaiK. , • 

They all thrw expectevl .something serious tr> hapjjcn, 
and were glad siic had kept UlU gnp vl hix arms. Ixit 
tlicv did not know the depth of r<Hit m that shadowy old 
Forsvtc.* Something wrv <t;cuntrd aUml ln» sSuveii 
mouth and chin, something .vTatdiy Ixdwccn tUw- long 
alvcn* whiskers. Tj^en he said with a sort of ****^^V*y ' 
" He'i! lx: the death of me. I knew how it would U' 

“ You mustn’t w^orry, Father." said Umifred calmi) 

*' I mean to make him behavc." . , . « 

" Ah ! " said James. ' Here, take this thing eft. I ai 
hot.’* They unwfjund Uic filiawl He turned, and wallMtJ 


hrmIy*to the din^ig-r^xim. 

1 dfn’t w.inkany soup." he- kikI to 
down in his cii.iir. They .oil sat ouwt. p*., \Si!.ifr.s» stnl 
in li.T iut '•tills Wjimstm Uid the lotirili j>lat e. 'Mien !.■ 
left the rooru, J.imss swd : " Wlafs he teouRhl back ? 
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Nothing, Father." * 

James concentrated his eyes on his own image in a 
tablespoon. " Divorce ! " he muttered ; " rubbish! What 
was I about ? I ought to liave paid him an allowance to 
stay out of Englandr Soames ! you go and propose it to 
him.*'-’ 

It seemed so ri|ht and simple a suggestion that even 
Winifred was surprised when she said : " No, I’ll keep 
him now he’s back ; he must just behave — ^that's all.’’ 

They all looked at her. It had always been known that 
Winifred had pluck. 

" Out there ! " said James elliptically, " who knows 
whttc out-throats 1 You look for his revolver 1 Don’t go to 
bed without. You ought to have Warmson to sleep in the 
house, ril see him myself to-morrow." 

They were touched by this declaration, and Eti^y said 
comfortably : " That's right, James, we won't have any 
nonsense." 

" Air ! " muttered James darkly, " I can’t tejl." 

The advent of Warmsoa with fish diverted conversation. 

When, dir&tly after dinner, Winifred went over to kiss 
her father good-night, he looked up with eyes so full of 
question and distress that she put all the comfort she 
could into her voice. 

" It's ail right, Daddy, dear ; don’t worry. I shan’t 
need any one — he’s qtiite bland. I shall only be upset if 
you worry. Good-niglit, bless you I " 

James repeated the words, Bless you ! ’’ as if he did 
not guite Imow what they meant, and his eyes followed 
her to the door. 

She reached home before nine, and went straight 
upstairs. 

Dartie was lying on the bed in his dressing-room, fully 
redressed in a blue serge suit and puqjps ; his arms were 
crossed behind his head, and an extq^ct cigarette drooped 
from his moutli. 

Winifred remembered ridiculously the flowers in her 
window- boxes after a blazing summer day ; the way they 
lay, or rather stood — parched, yet rested by the sun’s 
retreat. It was as if a httle dfew had come already on her 
bumt-up husband. o 

He said apathetically: "I suppose* you've been to 
Park Lane. How’s the old man ? ’ 

Winifred could not help the bitter answer : Not dead." 

He winced, actually he winced. 
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** l^nderstand, Moiity," she ’ I wiU »<*! havt* hmi 
worried. If you aren’t going lo Uriiave your»^c!f, \tia m^v 
gb back, you may go ai^yvkhere. Have you iud thnner ‘ 
“ No.” 


" Would yoH like some ? ” 

He shrugged lus sluuilders. 

” Imogen oflered me H*rac. 1 didn'f want any ” 
Imogen ! In tlie plenitude of emotion Wiudrrd ba<! 
forgotten her. 

*’ So you've seen her ’ What did she iviy ^ ” 

” She gave me a kisr. ” 

With niortUi>alum Winifred s.iw lus dark s.trdonir 
relaxed. " Ves ! ” she lh<»ught. ” he e.io -v for her, iiciWfVh 
me a Inl.” 

Darlie’s eves were movmig fn»m ^ide to .^ide. 


*' De'cs she know .lUait me ' >" he siul 

It fla.Mud througli Wmified lh.it here w.i-s the weapon^ 
she needed. He tn.nded ! 

“ No. \‘^d knows The oUici .1 don't ; they only kin.w 
wnt away." 

She heard him sigh wUh relief. 

" Hut they &hall know." slie s.iid tirmlv, " tf you give 

me cause." ^ , ... 

” All right I " he muttered, hit me ’ I m d»wn ! 

Winifred went up to the bed. " lax^k here. Mnntv ! 1 
don't want to hit you. I don't want to hurt you. I shan t 
allude to iinvlhmg. I'm not going to worry What » the 
use ^ " She' was silent a iiumient ” I ran t staiul any 
more, though, aud I won't ! You'd better kmm . Vm ve 
made me suffer. I3ut I used to be fond rd y<ui l or the 

sake of that " Slic met the hravydidded gaze of Im 

brown eyes witli the downward sure of her grcemgii v 
eyes ; touched his hand suddenly, turned her Uik. and 

went into her room, . 

She sat there a long time Ix^fore her glass, fingering her 
nnirs Uiir.lang of tlus subdued dark man. alouAt a stranger 
xX. on the bed in the oUier . resolutely not 
“ worrying," but gnawed by ^ealoie v of what had been 
through, and now and again jusl vwUd by pity. 
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CHAPTER XIV 


OUTLANDISH NIGHT 
* 

SoaiIbs doggedly let the spring come — ^no easy task for 
one conscious that* time was flying, his birds in the bush 
no nearer at hand, no issue from the web anywhere 
visible. Mr, Polteed reported nothing, except that his 
watch went on — costing a lot of money. Val and his cousin 
were goi’^ to the war, whence came news more favourable ; . 
Dartie was l)ehaving himself so far ; James had retained 
hftfIfjcJilth ; business prospered almost terribly — there was 
nothing to worry Soames except that he was “ held up,” 
could make no step in any direction. 

He did not exactly avoid Soho, for he could nqt afford 
Jbo let them think that he had ” piped off.” as James v^'ould 
have put it — he might want to ” pipe on ” again at any 
minute. But he had to be so restrained and captious that 
he would of^n pass tlie door of the Restaurant BrePtagne 
without going in, anti wander out of the purlieus of thjit 
region which always gave him the feeling of having been 
possessively irregular. 

He wandered thus one May night into Regent Street 
and the most amazing crowd he had ever seen ; a shrieking, 
whistling, dancing, jostling, grotesque and formidably 
jovl'il crowd, with false noses and mouth organs, peimy 
whistles and long fe;tthers, every appanage of idiocy, as it 
seenjed to him. Maf eking ! Of course, it had been re- 
lieve 1 Good I But was that an excuse ? Who were these 
people, what were they, where had they come from into 
the West End ? His face was tickled, his ears whistieti 
into. Girls cried: “Keep* your hiur on, stucco!” A 
youth so knocked off his top-hat that he recovered it with 
difliculty. Crackers were exploding beneath his nose, 
between his feet. He was bewildered, exasperated, 
offended. This stream of people came from every quarter, 
as if impulse had unlock^ flood-gates, let flow w^aters of 
whose existence he had heard, perhaps, but believed in 
never. This, then, was the 'populace, the innumerable 
livittg negation of gentility and Forsytinsm. This' was— 
egad I — Democracy ! It stank, yelled, was hideous I In 
the East End, or even Soho, per^ps — but here in Regent 
Street, in IMccadilly ! Wliat were the polic£ about ! In 
tooo, Soames, witli his Forsyte thousands, had never seen 
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ihc hd tiff ; and mm itx>kin£ mto \t 
^cnuld hardly Iwiicve hhi scorchbg The whtde tiunc 
was unspcakahic I These people had no thev 

seemed to think iiini funny ; such ^'arms of them rude 
coarse, laugiifng~~and what laughter I Nuihing swcWl to 
them 1 He shovildn’t he surprised if t^cy l^g.ui toTyreak 
wind(*ws. In i\il] Mail, past those august UweUtngt, ti» 
enter which people jiaid sijcty ptninds, this ahneking 
vvliistling, dannng dervisli of a crowd wan Kwanmng 
From the Club windows his own kind were Inobng out on 
tiicm with rcguUted anmsemenl. They didn't realise ! 
Why. tliLS W'a.s serious - might tome to' anything < Xl ir 
croud WiLS < lietrful. but some diy they would mW^ui 
difh-reiit mood ! He rcmcnlU»rcd there had bet^n a mot» 
in the late «'ightie.s. when he was at Ilnghton ; they hinl 
smashud thira^ and made sjve<1j«*.v Hut more than dreaij. 
he felt a deep .surprise. They were hv^lertfMiI .it wasn# 
ivnghsh I And all alxmt tfte relief of a httle umm as big 
as — WatWrd, six ihous^tnd miles away Ke*'.trAii>t. ff 
servi? ! Those quahiies to him Aore <i*'.Lr than life, 

those indi.spensable attributes of pr»>|H’rty and culture 
where were they '' U wasn't English I No, it w.um't 
Kiigllsh ! So SiivimcK broeded. thtiMding tm way on. H 
w‘as as if he ha<l suddtudy caught sight 0/ some tuie 
cuttir.g the coven.mt " for qmet fK^sesMon ” out of his 
legal doc uments ; c^r of a monster lurking and strtiicing out 
ill tlie future, easting its shadow Ixdorc. ‘I'hen want r»f 
stolidity, their want of rexxrcnte ! It was like disc.ovenng 
tlial Him* tentiis <»f the pwjplc of England were fureif^nm 
And if tliat were so- -then, anything might hapt»»*n ! 

At Hyde Hark t^irncr he rail mlo Gcc^rge hoinyte, very 
sunbun'.t from racing, holdiiy? a false notse in his hand. 

“ Hallo. Soanies I ” he saia, " Imvc a aoac f '* 

Soiimes responded with a jiale smile 
" Got tins frum«onc of tlwssc sputsmen,*' went on 
George, who had cvidcnllv been duung ; *' luid to lay 
him out — for trying to bash my hat 1 s.iy. one of these 
days we shall have to fight th«^ chaps, they're getting mt 
damned cheeky — all radu^^s and »o< taluts Toey want 
our g^jCKhi. ^’uu tell Uncle James tlut, it'll makit him 
sleep,” • ^ 

" In Vine venkts/’ thought S<*ainfes, but he only miflded. 
and passed cm up Hamilton EUcc. Tlicrc was but a mckle 
of n^TitercA in Park Lane, not very notsy, And kx^king 
op at the houses he thought ; ” After all, we're the back- 
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bone of the country. They won't upset us easily. Pdfeses- 
sion's nine points of the law.” 

But, as he closed the door of his father’s house beliind 
him, all that (]|ueer outlandish nightmare in the streets 
pass^ out of his mind almost as completely as if, having 
dreamed it, he ha4 awakened in the warm clean morning 
comfort of his spring-mattressed bed. 

Walking into the centre of the great empty drawing- 
room, he stood still. 

A wife ! Somebody to talk things over with. One had 
a right 1 Damn it ! One had a right ! 


PART III 


CHAPTER I 

SOAMES IN PARIS 
^ O' 

SoAMES had travelled little. Aged nineteen he had made 
the ” petty tour ” witli his father, mother, and Winifred 
— Brussels, the Rhine, Switzerland, and home by way of 
l^ris. Aged twenty-seven, just when he began to take 
interest in pictures, he had spent five hot weeks in Italy, 
looking into the Renaissance — ^not so much in it as he had 
been led to expect — and a fortnight in Paris on liis way 
back, looking into himself, as became a Fors\de sur- 
rouivled by people so strongly self-centred and ” foreign ” 
as the French. His knowledge of their language being 
derived from his public school, he did not understand them 
wlien they spoke. Silence he had found better for all 
parties ; one did not mak& a fool of oneself. He had 
disliked tlie look of the men’s clothes,»the closed-in cabs, 
the theatres which looked like bceThives. the Galleries 
which smelled of beeswax. He was too cautious and too 
shy to explore that side of Paris supposed by Forsytes 
to constitute its attraction under the rose ; and as for a 
collector's barrain — ^not one to, be had I As Nicholas might 
Ixave put it — they were a grasping lot. He had come back 
unwasy, sa\dng Paris was overrated. 

\Mien, therefore, in June of 1900 he went to Paris, it 
\\‘as but his third attempt on the centre of civilisation. 
This time, however, the mountain was going tb Maliomet ; 
for he felt by now more deeply civilised than Paris, and 
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perhaps he really w«as, M»>re<A'er. lie hatl a clehnite 
c^bjcctive. Tliis wai» no mere genuflexuin to a slirine vi 
taste and immorality, but the prosecution of nwn Irjjitt 
mate affain-:. He went, indml, bet auy thinjrH were Kettmjf 
past a 3 okc, The watch went tm ami on, ami ^ 

notiung ! Jolyon had never relurnet!,to P.ta^ aiifl no 
(Uie else wits *' susp't t 1 “ Him* with new ar.tl ver\' 
confidential matters. S<ames was realising mine than e\Tf 
how essential repiitati«'n is to a stdiritor Hut at night and 
in his leisure moments he was ravagtsi bv the thought that 
^imc was ahViU’s flying and monev fitmiug m, ami own 
future iis much “ in iiims ’* as ever. Since Mafr king^^t 
lie had Ix^come aw are that a “ vil^«ng fotd t»f a 
was hanging nniiui Annette* Twnr he had loine arr'«s.‘* 
him — fi tiiecrful young hiol. not more than thirty Nothing 
annoyed So.inurs s«.‘ much a.** chri rfulncss -an imleienf, 
extravagant sort of <juality, wim h Inwl no relation t-» facts 
The mixture <>1 his desire.s arul h>*jK*s was. in a w*ord lw‘ 
coming torture : and lately tiie yioughl had come to him 
that periiaiis Irene knew she was l>eing sh^ufsfM'il U w.i.« 
this which finallv detided him to go and see f“r himself , 
to go and once inore trv to break down her repugname. 
her refusal to make lier <»wn and lus path cum|siraUvejv 
smooth once more. If he failed again -"Well, he would 
S 4 T what she did with herself, anyway ! 

He went to an hotel m the Hue Caumartm highly 
r(‘Conunended to I'orsytes, w'here pra< iic.aUv* notiody s|x»ko 
l-rcndi. He had formed no plan He did not want to 
startle her • yet must c<»ntnve that she had no chaiicr to 
«vade him by flight. And next morning he m-i out t i 


bright weather. . 

Haris had an air of gaiety, ^sparkle over its star sha^ 
which almost annoycxl S<ames. He steppe d gTa\eiy, his 
nose lifted a little ftdeways in real curn«,ity ^ ™ 
now to understand •things French. nut 

b'rencli ? There was mucJi to l>c got out of *»^ '^*^*** * ” 
could only get it. In this laudable thocmI and the k iaf « 
de la Cfmeorde he was nearly run d<m« three timea lU* 
came on the “ Cours la Ke*iie." where. Ireags 
situat«l, almost tex) suddenly, hr he ha4 nut 
on his nroc^nre. •Grousing over to tiie nvvf side he noilbrl 
tlie building, whftc and cheerfuMcxikmg. with green 

through a screen oJ pUne-tree Iwvet. And 
.r”® «W be tar Wler to 

in some open plate than to nsk a caU. he sat down on a 
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bench whence he could watch the entrance. It was not 
quite eleven o'clock, and improbable that she had yet gone 
out. Some pigeons were strutting and preening theSr 
feathers in the pool? of sunlight between the shadows of 
the nlane*trecs. A workman m a blue blohse passed and 
thr^ them crum^JS from the paper which contained his 
dinner. A " bonne " coiffed with ribbon shepherded two 
little girls with pig-tails and frilled drawers. A cab 
meandered by whose cocker wore a blue coat and a black- 
glazed hat. To Soames a kind of affectation seemed to cling 
about it all. a sort of picturesqueness which was out 
(^ate. A theatrical people the French 1 He lit one of his 
mire cigarettes, with a sense of injury that Fate ^ould be 
casting his life into outiafidish waters. He shouldn’t 
wonder if Irene quite enjoyed this foreign life ; she had 
never been properly English — even to look at ! » And he 
l^gan considering which of those windows could be hers 
under the green sun-blinds. How could he word what he 
had come to say so that it might pierce the defence of her 
proud obstiracy ? He fJirew the fagrend of his cigarette 
at a pigeon with the thought : "I can't stay here for ever 
twiddling my thumbs. Better give it up and call on her 
in the late aftetnoon.” But he still sat on, heard twelve 
strike, and then half-past. “ I'll wait till one," he tliought, 
" while I’m about it." But just then he started up and 
shrinkingly sat down again. A woman had come out in a 
cream-coloured frock, and was moving away under a 
fawn-coloured parasol. Irene herself 1 He waited till she 
wa»too far away to recomiise him, then set out after her. 
She was strolling as thouj^ she had no particular objective; 
moving, if he remembered rightly, toward the Bois de 
l^ulogne. For half an hour at least he kept ins distance 
on tlie far side of the way till she had passed into the Bois 
itself. Was she going to meet some one after all ? Some 
confounded Frenchman — one of those " Bel Ami " chaps, 
perhaps, who had nothing to do but hang about women — 
for he had read tliat book with difficulty and a sort of 
disgusted fascination. He followed doggedly along a shady 
alley, losing sight of her n(«v and then when the path 
curved. And it came back to him how, long ago, one night 
irTHyde Park he liad slid and sneaked from tree to tree, 
from seat to seat, hunting blindly, ridicuflousiy, in burning 
jealousy for her and young Bosinney. The patli bent 
sharply, and, hurrying, he came on her sitting m front of 
a small fountain — a uttle green-bronze Niobe veiled in 
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hair to her slender hi[>s. gazing al the |x>oI she Kid wej>L 
He came on her so suildenly tkit he w.is past Mow he 
(^uld turn and take oti his hat. She did iu>t stirl up 
She had always had great seU-comgiand- il was om of 
the tilings he* most admired in her? one of hn gmitwl 
grievances ag,.in8t her, l)ecause he Kwl 
to tell what she W’as thmkini: Rid slie ii\vhsr.,i iiuit he 
was following P JHer seif •obsession nude fnm *a)gry . 
and, disdaining to expl.an his presence, he jHnnirJ. io tt.e 
mournful little Nk)1x‘., iuid s.ad . 

^ “ That’s rut)a*r a ganl Unng." 

He coiiM see. laen. that she was struggiing to p re^Tv e 
her comjXKsnre. 

'• I didn't want to startle you; w this one of vour 
haunts ^ ” 

'■ YejL’‘ 

” A little lonely. ' As he '.(>*»ke. .i Udy, HtiotliUg b]iiy.. 
jiaused to K«)k .it t)ie fouiftain and jsisvil t>n. 

Irene's cve.s i(tliowe<l her 

*• No," sV Svsid, prcMiding thtf^round with fsrr |uras<d. 
'* never lonely, (hie h*is always ot»e s 
Soanics understcsnl . and, I<*oking at fier bird, he 
excliinied . . * . ^ -* * 

" Well, it's your own fault. \ ou c.uj 1» fr<e of it at any 
moment- Iresa*, come Kick to me, and lx friT 

Irene liughtsl. . 

•Hon t! " crhil Suines, sUrajmig his h»ut . u« 
inhuman. Listen ! Is tfiere anv condition I can nuke 
which Will hnng you Kick to me ■' If I promise >;|nj a 
sepiiratc liouso -^uid lust a visit now' and then 

Irene rose, sometlung wild suddenly in her f.u;r ami 


None ! None ! None 1 •V’ou nuy bunt m * to the 
grave. I will not wnie." 

Outraged ,u.d on^dge. Saimes - t 

*' Don't make a scene 1" he said slutjdy. And 
both sto*H.1 motionless, staring at the little Nmlie. wliCkie 
greenish flesh the sunlight was burnishing 

" That’s your last wor^. them mutletal Nx^mes. 

ctenchiiiK Us hands , " you ^ 

Irei'V Unt her fcc.ul, ” i cm l come U>tK. 

A feeling of laoiiStrous inju&uce flared up in 
‘‘ Stou • " he said, " and listen to me a moment, ^ou , 
me a sftcred vow — you c*imc to me without a jrctmy. 
?ou ^TcouW yr-u V.m brok« s-o. 
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without cause, you made me a by-word ; you refused me 
a child ; you've left me in prison ; you — ^you still move 
me so that I want you — I want you. Well, what do yoti 
think of yourself ? " 

Irene turned, her fkce was deadly pale, her eyes burning 
dark! 

'* God made me Us I am," she said ; " wicked if you like 
— but not so wicked that I'll give myself again to a man 
I hate." 

The sunlight gleamed on her hair as she moved away, 
and seemed to lay a caress all down her clinging creanMi 
coloured frock. 

^Ktines could neitlier speak nor move. The word 
" hate " — so extreme, so primitive — ^made all the Forsjrte 
in him tremble. With a deep imprecation he strode away 
from where she had vanished, and ran almost ^pto the 
.syms of tlie lady sauntering back — ^the fool, the shadowing 
f<jol ! 

He was soon dripping with perspiration in thg depths of 
the Bois. # 

" Well," lie thought ; " 1 need have no consideration 
for her now' ; she has not a grain of it for me. I'll show 
her this very da^^ that she’s my wife still." 

But on the way home to his hotel, he w'as forced to the 
conclusion that lie did not know what he meant. One 
could not make scenes in public, and short of scenes 
in public wliat was there he could do ? He almost cursed 
his own thin-skinnedness. She might deserve no con- 
sidemtion ; but he — alas 1 deserved some at his own 
hands. And sitting lunchless in the hall of his hotel, with 
tourists passing every moment, Baedeker in hand, he was 
visited by black dejection. In irons ! His whole life, with 
every natural instinct and dvery decent yearning gagged 
and fettered, and all because Fate had driven him seven- 
teen years ago to set his heart u^wn tliis woman — so 
utterly, that even now he had no real heart to set on any 
other ! Cursed was the day he had met her. and his e 3 res 
for seeing in her anything but tlie cruel Venus she was I 
And yet, still seeing her with Jhe sunlight on the clinging 
China erfipe of her ^wn, he uttered a Uttle groan, so that 
a *r;Mrist who was passing, thought : o" Man in*pain! 
l«t’s sec ! wliat did I liave for lunch ? "v 

Later, in front of a caf^ near the Op^ra, over a glass ol 
cold tea with lemon and a straw in it, he took tae malicious 
resolution to go and dine at her hotel. If she w'ere tliere 
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ht wouM speak to her : if she were not, he would lf»ive a 
fote. He dressed carefully, and wrote as folKiw*. ; 

Your idyll wjtii that fellow* Jol^on Forsv*^te ts k;'i‘W*fii 
to me at all Events. If you pursue xi, und^r^tatul tl.ar I 
will ItiiVT no stone unturned to nuke urit^^^rable 

for him, 

S p * 

^ H e se.deti this note but dul not .uidre^s u, 

•^te tlie maiden name whu h she had itnpiulmtlv rr'uitJird 
i^r to put the word l-'ornyte on the etivel-.,*pr h\st 
tear it up unread. Then he went out, and nudr i^PVay 
through the glowing streets. aTlwndoned to evening jd 'asiirr- 
seekers. Kntenng her iK*tei. he UK.k hts M-at in a tar 
comer «f the dining room wheniT he could sec all entTAtn ew 
and exits, She was not there, lie ate hi lie >{(U< kk*» 
watchfully She did n<*t Hr lingered in the lonr^gt 

over his idfee, drank tW4> inpieurs brontly Hut, stdl 
she did not comoj* He went ifver to the kevU*aul and 
examined the n.imes. Nundv*r twelve, on tuc iit\t ih«or ’ 
And he deteniuncd to take the note up hmoell He 
mounted red-c*irpt'U*d stairs, past a httlr wloir. eight 
ten — twelve! Should he knink. piedj the mar uiaier. 

or f Helooktsl lurtivdv round and turned tlie handle 

The door opened, but into a httle spa^r leading t»> aie ihrf 
door; lie knocked on lhat--^io answer. Ihe d*e»r was 
lockc*d. It fitUid very th^sely to the d'»or . the noi^ would 
not go under. He thrust it l>a< k nit ^ his |kh ket, aud#t<K4l 
a moment listening. He felt vmieht/w urtaui that dir 
was not there. And suddenly he came awsiy. the 

little fHilon down the stairs He sir^pped at tiie bnreau 
and said r * 

" Will you IdndW see that Mrs. Heron lu>. thi^ note ^ 

*' Madame Herog left to-dav. MooM- ur Hudd-^nly, 
ah>ut tliree o'clt^ k There wa.s dhies-s in in r famiiv " 
Sumes compresvd Jii.s hps. '* Oh ! " he said . 'do you 
know her atidress ' 

" Son, MoHi^uur. England, I think ’ 

Si‘.ynes put the note t«u:k into his ket and went 
tmt. He haiksl an oj>en horse cab which wm?i passiiiff 
" Drive me anywhere * " . 

The man. who, obviouslv, did not undersbind, smiled,* 
and waved* his wdup. And Snames was borne Along in 
that little yellow -wheeled Victorui all over sUr ahaped 
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Paris, with here and there a pause, and the quesHon, 
“ Cest par id, Monsieur ? " No, go on,” till the man 
gave it up in despair, and the yeUow-wheeled chariof 
continued to roll betyjreen the tall, flat-fronted shuttered 
houses and plane-tree avenues — a little Flyihg Dutchman 
of a dd.b. ^ 

” Like my life,” thought Soames, ” without object, on 
and on I ” 


CHAPTER II 

IN THE WEB 

Soames returned to England the following day, and on 
the third morning received a visit from Mr. Poltecd, who 
»i<»re a flower and carried a brown bhiycock hat. Soames 
motioned him to a seat. * 

” The news from the war is not so bad, is ,it ? ” said 
Mr. Polteed. /‘I hope I ^ you well, tir.” ‘ 

” Thanks 1 quite.” 

Ml*. Polteed leaned forward, smiled, opened his hand, 
looked into it, and said softly : 

” I think we’ye done your business for you at last.” 

” What ? ” ejaculated Soames. 

« ” Nineteen reports quite suddenly what 1 think we shall 
be justified in calling conclusive evidence.” And Mr. 
Policed paused. 

” Well ? ” 

” On the loth instant, after witnessing an interview 
between 17 and a party, earlier in the day, 19 can swear 
to having seen him coming out of her bedroom in the hotel 
about ten o’clock in tlie everfing. With a httlc care in tiie 
giving of the evidence that will be enough, especially as 
17 has left Paris — no doubt with th» party in question. 
In fact, they botli slipped off, and yre haven't got on to 
them again, yet ; but we shall — we shall. She's worked 
hard under very dilficult circumstances, and I’m glad she's 
brought it off at last." Mr, Polteed took out a cigarette, 
tapp^ its cud against the table, looked at Si)ame$. and 
put^ back. The expression on his cheat's face was not 
encouraging. ♦ 

” Who IS this new person ? ” said Soames abruptly, 

” That we don't know. She'll swear to th^ fact, and 
she's got his appearance pat.” 
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trok out a letter, and rradiaf ; 

, MuMIc-aged, medium heifiht. blue diUtw* in after- 
noon evening dress at night. (xUe, daik h.tir. small dark 
moustache. tUt clieeks. gnod thin.^'rey eyes. snuU (eel, 
guilty look " 

Sokmes rose and went to the window. Ht ^ooift]wr<» 
in sardonic fury. C-ongenital idiot •—^pldery conj[»r»nit,d 
idiot I Seven months at htteeii {xhiikU a week»^ -to tie 
tracked dow'n as his own wife's lowr ! Cnitlty k^ok ! Hr 
threw the window open. 

" It'.s hot," he Ssiid, and came hatk to Uh s^>at. OoHaiing 
bis knees, he lieiit a **iJ|X*rtiiu'Us Itjl.ijue <«! Mr 
“ 1 doubt if that's quite gi.od cnoujjh. “ he ^awi. df^UK 
the words, " witii nt» name or address 1 think vou may 
let that hdv have a re^t. and take up our (rietui 47 at 
tJiis eiid. ‘ \Vhether Polteed had <|>fjtted him he uudd 
not tell ; but he had u mental vi.' 4 an oi him in Uic 
of hi> cronies divV'lved*in mextuiyuisiiablr laughter 
“ Guilt V kh.k ! " I>anuuitit»n 

Mr Ttilteed sauHn a tone c»f (friifcney. alm^t of p.tt{v*'* 

" 1 assure you we liave put it throuisdi ximetitnes on lest* 
than th.il It > ynn ki.^ w Alii.u tive w.^nian living 

aJone. Why not nsk it, sir ^ We mijjht ?#rrw it lip a ** 
Soaines had vuiiden mai;ht Th»* fellow's profeisnaial 
xcal w,is stirreil : " tircatesi triumph uf my taim . t 
a man his divorce through a visit to lus own wife's U.tl* 
r«x)m ! Simetliing to talk of there’, when I let ire? I " Aiul 
for on»i w'lld moment he thought : *' \N'hy tu*t ^ 
all, hundreds of men of medium height h;Ml smail fe*t and 
a guilty lo<)k ! 

'* I'm not authonscsl to fake any nsk ! '* he said diortly. 
Mr. I'idteed l up. ^ 

Pity," he Riiid, " q^ite a pity I That otiief afhui 
seemed very cc>&i:fe/* 

Soames rase. • 

*' Never mind that. Plca.'wr watch 47, and take care not 
to find a mare's nest, Oxid morning ! ' 

Mr. Poltml's eves glinted at the wf/rds " marc'i nest ! '* 

'* Very g^xxi. Vou sh;ilklw kepi luformwl ' 

Ami Scsimc« was alone agan. Ihc kpidery, dirty, 
ridiculous busiri^ss I Ijiying his arms on the he 

leaned his foreflewd on them, hull ten mmutrs he^rrated 
thus, ull a managing clerk roused liim with the draffiM> 
prcisjHxtiw of a new issue of slures. very dtMrablc, m 
Manifold wid Topping's. That afternoon he left work 
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early and made his wajr to the Restaurant Bretagne. 6nly 
Madame Lamotte was in. Would Monsieur have tea with 
her ? * 

Soames bowed. « 

When they were seated at right angles to each other in 
the little room, he ,said abruptly : 

" 1 want a talk with you, Madame” 

The. quick lift of her clear brown eyes told him that she 
had long expected such words. 

“ I have to ask you something first : That young doctor 
— what's his name ? Is there anything between liim antf 
A nnette ? " 

fTSF^whole personality had become, as it were, like jet 
— clear-cut, black, hard, shining. 

** Annette is young," she said ; " so is monsieur le docienr. 
Between young people thirlg-s move quickly ; but Annette 
good daugliter. All 1 what a jewel of a nature I " 

The least little smile twisted* Soames’ lips. 

" Nothing definite, then ? " » ^ 

" But defiivte — ^no, inaecd ! The yeung man is veroe 
nice, but — what would you ? There is no money at 
present." 

She rai.<Jed her* willow-patterned tea-cup ; Soames did 
the same. Tiieir eyes met. 

" 1 am a married man," he said, " living apart from my 
wife for many years. I am seeking to divorce her." 

Madame Lamotte put down her cup. Indeed ! What 
tragic things there were ! The entire absence of sentiment 
in Set inspired a queer species of contempt in Soames. 

" I am a rich man." he added, fully conscious that the 
remark was not in g[ood taste. " It is useless to say more 
at present, but I think you ijnderstand." 

Madame's eyes, so open tliat the wliites showed above 
them, looked at him very straight. • 

” Ah f ca — mats t»ous avons le temps!” was all she 
said, " Another little cup ? " Soames refused, and, taking 
his leave, walked westward. 

He had got that off his mind ; she would not let Annette 

commit herself witli that cheerful young ass until ! 

But what chance of his ever being able to say ; "I’m 
freer. What chance ? The future had IdSt all semblance 
of reality. He felt like a fly, entangled ‘in cobweb fila- 
ments, watching the desirable freedom of the air with 
pitiful eyes. 

He was sliort of exercise, and wandered on to Kensing- 
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^in "Gaidws, and dowTi Qaecn's Gate t<.wards Oirliioa 

he could find out l or situe that list .uid most iituomuitous 
^ulse hts wounded sclf-rejijwt had taken ri luee aijain i,i 
t he fee ins that she must have a lovet. Ik- arrivrtl Vfor,- 
the little MaiLsK.ns at thedinuor-hour. Sn nmi in mmurc ! 
A jjTey-haiwi lady was watering Ihc’tlowrr Uais in hcf 
window'. It was evidently let And lie walked sl^xly fst^t 
again, along the river -sin evening of iIjm:, li^iutv, 
^il harmony and comfort, except wtilun Im* luvstt. 


ClIAPri'H JII 

BICIIMOM) PAWK 

On the nftcnioon tl:at Si.irnes iM\scd to rr.tncr a rahj^ 
gram wms received bv j««l>f.n at Hubm HiU 

“ Tour f*on d'‘\vii wiili enter#, no imnu’diaie danger, 
will cable ag.uii." 

It reached a household already agunit'd by the nn 
minenl departirre ( f June, wl$M»e U-rth waN U^ kf'rl (m th' 
hdlowing day. Siie was. indeed, in the act t.f tonhdmg 
h>ic (obblcy iind Ins family to her iaihei's c^ire when ti<** 
messiigc arrived, 

The resolution to iH'coine a Ked <'r«jvs rsurse. taken undc*s 
stimulus of jolly s enlistment, had Icen loyally fufiftlUd 
with the irntalivui luid regret wbnli all l orMtes h.rl at 
what curtails their individviul hlieities, hT.ti.usia^Uc at 
first about the *' wonderfulness " of the weak, she had 
begun after a month to feefthat she tcmid train hn tell 
so much better that] others could tram her. Arid if lluUv 
had not insisted o® following her example, ai.d U-mg 
trained hx), she must inevitalily have " enrd »»ff ' The 
departure of Jolly and \'al with their tren^p in April harl 
further stiffened her failing rendve. But n^/w, on the 
fxiint of defxirturc, the tlw^ught of leaving Icru; Colddey. 
with ^ wife and two children, adnft m the cr*kl watersi of 
an unappreciative world, weighH on her s.0 that 
stiff in danger o# ixicking cnit The reading of ifal jable- 
gram, w'itli its disquieting reality, clinched liie nutter 
She saw heftieif already nursing JoUy— for of course tliey 
would let her nurse her own brother 1 jolyoro-ever wtte 
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and doubtful — had no such hope. Poor June I Could* any 
Forsyte of her generation grasp how rude and brutal life 
was ? Ever since he knew of his boy*s arrival at Cap# 
Town the thought ol him had been a kind of recurrent 
sickness in Jolyon. He could not get reconciled to the 
feelini that Jolly was in danger all the time. The cable- 
gram. grave though it was. was almost a relief. He was 
now safe from bullets, anyway. And yet — this enteric 
was a virulent disease! The Times was full of deaths 
therefrom. Why could he not be lying out there in that 
^-country hospital, and his boy safe at home ? The uyM 
Forsytean self-sacrifice of his tliree children, indeed, had 
quilfe bewildered Jolyon. He would eagerly change places 
with Jolly, because he loved his boy ; but no such personal 
motive was influencing them. He could only thinK that it 
marked tlie decline of the Forsyte type. „ 

«rj^te that afternoon Holly came out to him under the 
old oak-tree. She had grown (ip very much during these 
last months of hospital gaining away from home. And, 
seeing her approach, he Thought : “ She has more 'sense 
than June, child though she is ; more wisdom. Thank 
God she isn’t going out.” She had seated herself in the 
.swing, very silcsit and still. ” She feels this,” tliought 
Jolyon, ” as much as I.” And. seeing her eyes fixed on 
nim, he said : ” Don’t take it to heart too much, my child. 
*lf he weren’t ill, he might be in much greater danger.” 

Holly got out of the swing. 

” I want to tell you sometlung, Dad. It was through 
me that Jolly enlisted and went out.” 

” How^s tliat ? ” 

” When you were away in Paris, Val Dartie and I fell in 
love. We used to ride in Richmond Park ; wc got engaged. 
Jolly found it out, and thought he ought to stop it ; so he 
darra Val to enlist. It was ail my fault. Dad ; and I want 
to go out too. Because if anything happens to either of 
them 1 should feel awful. Besides, I’m just as much 
trained as June.” 

Jolyon gazed at her in a stupefaction that was tinged 
with irony. So this was the answer to the riddle he had 
been asking himself ; and his three ciuldren were Fors>^s 
after all. Surely Holly might have told litm all this before 1 
But smothered tlie sarcastic sayings ondiis hps. Tender- 
ness to the young was perhaps tne most saert^ article of 
his belief, tie had got. no doubti what he deserved. 
Engaged t So this was why he had so lost touch with her I 
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And'to young Val Dartie— nephew of Soam«—m the other 
carap ! It was all terribly distasteful He doj#ed la* easel, 
^nd set liis drawing against the true. 

** Have you told ! unc ? “ 

“ Yes ; she*s;ivs she ll get me into her .vmiehow 
It'*! a single cabin : but one of us tx>t)ld »lrep vn 
If v'ou a>nsent, she'll go up now and {tet fieini fusion " 

*' Consent ? *' thougiit Joivon, Kiiher m tiw day 
to ask for that ! " But af^aui he diev.ketl him .elf * ^ 

" You're too young, my tit^ar : tiiev w<(U t let you '* 
|i(^“ June knows s<)me |x:%fple that she heljM*»l to i‘f 
Oipe Town. If they won't let me nurse vet I '<UiV 

\Mth liiem luui go on training there Let me go, Ifcui I 
Jolyon smil'd b<‘causc fic'cmld have etj**d 
" I never stop any one Ir rn ifoing anyrhii " he wwi 
Hollv tiung her arms r.mr.d Iws atik 
“ Oh, Dad. you arc the lK*‘.t m the w.^rld ’ 

Tiiat nuMn" the wu-rstf’ thought Jolv- n If he liau 


ever <loublcd Ijis erei'd of tolerame he dal t aoi 
" Dm not fru r.dl^’ with Vars^imiiy.'' fie^vikl, " aud 1 
don’t know V.d, but {ollv didn't like him.’* 

Ih»lly K^>k' li at the uisl*uice iuid sod : 

" 1 love him " ' , 

*' That seitJ*' -* it," saui Jolyon drvlv, then <at* hu;g h. 
expre44sion on her face, he kiS'iexJ her, with the ^ 

Is anvthing more patbeir tiian the f.ulh of the vouug " • 
Tnless'he actuallv forliade her g *mg it wan obvious that 
he must make the l»rst of it, so be went up to t.avu wiUi 
June. Wlicther due to her pel s.^teiur. or tli*'- f u t th.i^ the 
ofiHial tiicv siiw w.ts im old ,^^ho^d fneral of JoiyoU s, Uiev 
obtained m-rmission for Holly to share the sangle tabm 
He tfx>k them to Surbiton .sutmn the following evening, 
and they dulv slid away UorM him, provwled with nionev. 
invalid and^liosc letters <»f credit without wimi* 

drove ?Mck i.?' Kobin Hill under a bnllunl sky to 
his late dinner. Mived with .ui addul cafe by w-rvaiit^ 
Uvmg to sliow lura that they 

ait addM wTupulousness to show theoj that hr appif« latrd 
Hirh smLtliV But it wa*^a re^l rdief t. get t. cigar 
on thetmu-e ofdUg stouc> -amnningK' ch^nieii tn yi>ung 
Ik^sinneN’ f'^r slwpe and colmr— with mght dt>*niK in 
around him, so licauttful a night, hardly whisiwru g 
the trees alid snicllmg so swed th;»t it made turn ache 
The grass was drench^ vnUt dew. and he kept bi 
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flag-stones, up and down, till presently it began to sfeem 
to him that he was of three, not wheeling, but turning 
right about at each end, so that his father was always^ 
nearest to the house, and his son always nearest to the 
terrace edge. Each had an arm lightly within his arm ; 
he dsi ed not lift his hand to his cigar lest he should 
disturb them, and it burned away, dripping ash on them, 
till it dropped from his lips, at last, which were getting 
hot. Vhey left him then, and his arms felt chilly. Three 
Jolyons in one Jolyon they had walked ! 

He stood still, counting the sounds — a carriage passii^ 
on the highroad, a distant train, the dog at Gage's farm, 
the wtrispering trees, the groom playing on his penny 
whistle. A multitude of stars -up there — bright and silent, 
so far off 1 No moon as yet I Just enough light to show 
liim the dark flags and swords of the iris flowers along the 
terrace edge — his favourite flower that had the "'night's 
own colour on its curving crumpled petals. He turned 
round to the house. Big, unlighted, not a soul beside 
himself to live in all thal^part of it. S^rk loneliness*i He 
could not go*^on living here alone. And yet, so long as 
there was beauty, why should a man feel lonely ? The 
answer — as to some idiot’s riddle — was : Because he did. 
The greater the beauty, the greater the loneliness, for at 
the back of beauty was harmony, and at the back of 
iiarmony was — union. Beauty could not comfort if the 
soul were out of it. The night, maddeningly lovely, with 
bloom of grapes on it in starshine, and the breath of grass 
and boney coming from it, he could not enjoy, while she 
who was to him the life of beauty, its embodiment and 
essence, was cut off from him, utterly cut ofi now, he 
felt, by honourable decency. 

He made a poor fist of siefeping, striving too hard after 
that resignation whidi Forsytes find,, difficult to reach, 
bred to their own way and left so con],fortably off by their 
fatliers. But after dawn he dozed off, and soon was 
dreaming a strange dream. 

He was on a st^e with immensely high rich curtains — 
high as tlie very sUrs — stretching in a semi-circle from 
footlights to footlights. He himself was very small, a little 
black restless figure roaming up and doum ; and the odd 
thing^was that he was not ^together himself, but Soames 

well, so that he was not only experiencing but watching. 
This figure of himself and Soames was t^ng to find a 
way out through the curtains, wliich, heavy and dark. 
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tepfhim in. ScvenU times he had* crossed in front of them 
^More he saw with delight a sudde^n nam^w nfi --a taJl 
«unk of beauty tlie a>l*tur of ins iluwers, tikf* a gliuu«r‘ of 
laradise, remote, meftahle. Stepping <piuk!v l. fvv ud to 
pass into It, he fonral the curuuns dosing' re hm\ 
liittcrly disapfiointcd lie- -or was it Sanies •- rn -v^ii tm, 
and there was t!ic* chink again ftie p oitxl « i.rrani'* 

winch again closed tf«> soon. 'Hns went on ai ti t-n .o.d hr 
never got through till he wf>ke with the u-rd *' “ 

on his Ups. The dream dis»url»cd him Kitlly, esitcaallv 
|t%it idt;ntihC4ition <d lumsolf witli Same^ 

Next morning, finding it imjxis-ihU* to work, he sj^rnt 
hours riding Jolly's h»*r.sc in se^inh of faticne VRxi on 
the second day lie made up his nma! to lut ve t*» Uasd' ^n 
and see if he Cfuild not get jK-rrm-caon tfr follow hi^ 
daugiittys to S»uth Africa. He. iiad )»st U-, nt to k 
the folio wing morning when he reteivcti htt<f : ^ 

** (ffvl.l N lloTKl,. Kk nVKiXO 


** ^fY DKAR Jm YtiN. — You wiff he suqno.ffl to we !a>w 
near I am f<i vm. I'aiis fx'<ame i(nfw.ssd»le and I itUvve 
Com*' here hi ix' witlun re-a'i» of your adv.*^' I would i«* 
love to see you again Since y ui left I'aie? I d n't think I 
have met any on»' 1 t<«nld r*'dlv talk to. h a.li well .ith 
you and with v< ur U>y > Nc,. * ne kmwvH, I thick, that 1 
iun here at i rciient. 

** Always your fiK iid. 

*' Ikknk," 


0 

Irene within three miles of him ' — and c.io': m fhgld • 
He MiXid with a viny queer {Himle <>ii lus hp» Thii» wa>i 
more tlian he Iir.d Ixirg uraxl f**r ! 

About DCKin he set out across Uv hrnond Park 

and as he went al^ng, he thought : " Mu \ ojond Park ' 
By Jc*vc, it suits us,^vJ^^vU^s ! *’ Not that J ofsvtciv hved 
tiiero— noUxiv hved tii^re !vtve n.vaity, ran;,* rx, and U»^’ 
deer —but in Ku.hmond P.irk Naluic w^ui a;<<j\Md to go 
so far and no further, putting un a brave show of being 
natural, seemii.g to 5 «iy : i>.»ok at rny r)*ilif.cts- they 
are aipio.-rt paxaons, m-tv ne.i.rtv out ifi had) hut not 
quite, of Course ;*the very hub ri j>c.‘.?.et4v,on i:^ i/f 
oneself. " Yc-s I diichmond P^vrk 5X5.4ics»ca cv^n on 
that brigiit day of June, with arrowy rinkM idufunn^ 
tile tree p<.>fcits of tocir and ttie wood doves 

aimouncmg higu siunnier. 

/ » 
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The Green Hotel, which Jolyon entered at one o’clock, 
stood nearly opposite that more famous hostelry, the 
Crown and Sceptre ; it was modest, highly respectable? 
never out of cold beef, gooseberry tart, and a dowager or 
two, so that a caritiage and pair was almost always 
standing before the door. 

In a room draped in chintz so slippery as to forbid 
all emotion, Irene was sitting on a piano stood covered 
witircrewel work, pla)dng ” Hansel and Gretel ” out of an 
old score. Above her on a wall, not yet Morris-paper^, 
was a print of the Queen on a pony, amongst deer-hound^ii 
Scotch caps, and slain stags ; beside her in a pot on me 
windtVrtr-sill was a white and rosy fuchsia. The Victorianism 
of the room almost talked { and in her clinging frock 
Irene seemed to Jolyon like Venus emerging from tiie 
shell of the past century.. 

If tlie proprietor had eyes,*’ he said, " he would show 
you the door ; you have broken through liis decorations.” 
Thus lightly he smothered up an emotional moment. 
Having eaten cold beef, pickled walruit, goose bony tart, 
and drunk slonc-bottle ginger-beer, they walked into tlie 
Park, and light talk was succeeded by the silence Jolyon 
had dreaded. 

” You haven’t told me about Paris,’* he said at 
last, 

• ” No. I’ve been shadow'cd for a long time ; one gets 

used to that. But then Soames came. By the little 
Niobe — ^the same story ; would I go back to liim ? ” 

*’ Jncredible ! ” 

She had spoken without raising her eyes, but she looked 
up now. Those dark eyes clinging to his said as no words 
could have : ” 1 have come to an end ; if you want me, 
here I am.” 

For sheer emotional intensity had he ever— old as he 
was — passed through such a moment ? 

The words : ” Irene, 1 adore you 1 ” almost escaped 
him. Tiien, with a clearness of which he would not liave 
believed mental vision capable, he saw Jolly l>ing with a 
white face turned to a white wall. 

** My boy is very ill out there,” he said quietly. 

ItrnG slipped her arm through his. t 

** Let’s walk on ; 1 understand.” » 

^,.4^ No miserable explanation to attempt t She had under- 
stood I And they walked on among the bracken, knee- 
high already, between the rabbit-holes and the oak-trees, 
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taUang of J<>Uy. He left her two hoiin; Lttrr at tlic 
Richmond Hili Gate, and turned tuwardif hmne 
• *' She knows of my ftfHThng for her, tJien," he iftought. 
Of course ! One could not kijpwlcdge ui that hvm 
such a womali t 
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ovj:r hie kivrr 


Jolly was tired to death of dreams. Tltev h^td !fft him 
now tfX) wrin and w(\.k to dream again , kit him to In* 
torpid. rt’inrtnlK'npix farH,>|| things; pist able to twni In'* 
eyes aiul g.ue thr< m-li the wiiah w near liLs cot at the trif kle 
of nver running bv in tlie Mrd'*. at tlm sliMgghnK tntik 
bush of the Karoo U*yoiidf He k. ew wluit the K-*riM* Has 
now, evon«if lie Inid not snni a R»"r roll lib- a rabbit, 
or lic^ard tlie whiiiie of flving bmlH;. 'nusin stiirsHe had 
sne^ik tl oil him Ixdore he h-.d smelh'd j>*/Uvh'j‘ A tluthty 
day and a ra,sh drink, or t>«'rlup» a tainted frint ■ wh-a 
knew f* Not he, who had in t e\en strength kft-t . gnidgr 
tlic evil tiling Its victory -|«st enough to kruM* that theie 
were manv lying here nitli him. tn^it he uaw s re with 
frenatxi dreaining ; just enough to watt h that thtnul of 
river luid l)c able io remember hunUy Ihttir far away 


things, ... , , . . , 

The sun was nearly down. It wtmld be c.^.kr.aoon 
He would have hkd to know the time hi ivri las • UI 
watch, so buttcr*snifx>th. to hear the strike 

It would h<tve ^ea fnendlv. home like. He luu mh evt n 
strength to remcmlier tint &e tiki watch wa^ woum 
the day he began *o he here. Tim pultw of las bram brat 
so feebly that faces which came and went, nufMr r d abff ti, 
orderly’s, were indi^liuguishabk. jus^l tme »abffcr«".nt lace . 
,md the words sptiken aknit him meant ail tlur Sijme 
thmg. and that abimst nothing. 
do. thouRii fur and faint, wwr more 
oast tlic hx)t cd the old 8te|>s at Ihurr^m 

ilere sir !•"— wram>iug m th^ 

Gazette, grcieuisiiPpaixrr. 

from aomewlicre dark-~a smell of 

house I KiTbin Hill I Burying poor oU BaUhasar kii ^ 

leaves I Dad I Homc.^ . 
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Consciousness came again with noticing that the river 
liad no water in it — some one was speaking too. Want 
anything ? No. What could one want ? Too weak to want- 
only to hear his watcjh strike. . . . 

Holly I She wouldn't bowl properly. Oh*I Pitch them 
up I «Not sneaks 1 ^. . . "Back her. Two and Bow!" 
He was Two I . . , Consciousness came once more with 
a setose of the violet dusk outside, and a rising blood-red 
crescent moon. His eyes rested on it fascinated ; in the 
long minutes of bram-nothingness it went moving up 
and up. . . . ^ ' 

" He's going, doctor I " Not pack boots again ? Never ? 
" Min^’your form, Two I " Don't cry 1 Go quietly — over 
the river— sleep I . . , Dark I If somebody would — 
strike — ^his — watch 1 . • . 


CHAPTER V 

SOAMES ACTS 

A SEALED letter in the handwriting of Mr.Polteed remained 
unopened in Soames’ pocket throughout two hours of 
custained attention to the affairs of the *' New Colliery 
Company," wliich, declining almost from the moment 
of old Jolyon's retirement from the Chairmanship, had 
lately run down so fast that there was now nothing for 
it but a " winding-up." He took the letter out to lunch 
at his Qty Club, sacred to him for the meals he had eaten 
there with his father in the early seventies, when James 
used to like him to come anVl see for himself the nature 
of his future life. « 

Here in a remote comer before a plate of roast mutton 
and mulshed potato, he read : 

" Dear Sir. — In accordance with your suggestion we 
have duly taken the matter up at the other end with 
gratifying results. Observations of 47 has enabl^ ,us to 
locate^ 17 at the Green Hotel, Richmond. The two have 
been pb^rved to meet daily during tins past week in 
^*chmond Park. Nothing aosolutely crucial has so far 
been notified. But in conjimction with what had from 
Paris at the beginning of the year, 1 am confident we 
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could now satisfy tlic Cnurt We shall, of courae. omtinue • 
to watch the matter until we hear /ion> yi^u. 

Vcr\* tuihiutlv Viiurs. 


Soames re;ui it through ti^icc aid Uxk maI m the 
waiter. * * 

** T.^ko tills away ; it‘> ttdd " 

** Shskll I bring yt>u ‘kime mt'ire, sir ^ * 

No. Cti'i me s*«ine cotfee in tiie uth»T *' 

'•And, paying for what he !i-id mit in* went out 

passing two acquaintanct's without sign t.t ns. gnitn n 
“ Satisfy tile (.fii.n \ '* he thmigli,*, snUt r M f 
round rmirble table with tiie c»>!let‘ U f ire him VL t 
Jolyon ! Me pouretl out Im cotlec. .sweeteiKil a:’.i} iUahU. 
it. lie would di »gr,ue him in the e>'cji ot ia.N own chiUlren j 
And ris^ng^ wuli tiiat re.v*luti.m hdt within him. he i >wd 
for the hist tune tlie inAmvetm-mr of Ivmg lnr> owt 
solkitor ile could not treat thuystar .hd* us mallet m hu 
own Ellice. He rnunt the ad of lu . miv.ite digt n\ 

to a stninger, smne other profesMonal dc.det ni fAwHlv 
dishonour. Who was there he n-ndd go t»> • l.i; knun and 
l^iver in Ihulgc How*. |H*ihips .jeiuble n* t to»» e.t>n 
spicuoms, only nod<hng ;u<|iuiiiit.tn.ceH. Uui ti»*iorw he <uiw 
them he must see l*olt'‘ed again. Hal at this thougu* 
Soames had a inument *d shetjr weakness To part witii* 
lus secret r Huw find the wt.rds '' How s..bjn.t him^'h 
to contempft and secret koighter ' Vet, apfa all, th* 
fellow kiiew' aireadv ye.i. he kiicw ' Aiid le*iu it^that 
he must hnisli wiiJi it now. he t*Hfk a cab n;io the \Ne,\t 
End. 

In tins hot wivthcr tiie window of Mr l*('lte»trs r<«>m 
was jxj&itively oj>en. and thf only nrtxauti >ri was « wire 
gauze, preventing •the intrusion oi rSes Two or tlirt-f* 
had tried to come, in. and Urn caught, Wi that they 
seemed to lie dmgmg there with the intenlion fd l<euig 
devoured preseatly. Mr IN.ltei'fl, kdi- wing ih*' directKai 
of his client’s e)^, row? ajxjlogcUtaUy and Uwr 

window’, • 

“ 14 >sing ajcs ! " thought S»aincs Uke all who hmda* 
mentally bcliev# in themselvca he wa» n^ng li# the 
occasion, and, with his hulc sideway smde, lie jciid “ I'vt 
had your letter. Tm going to act. I supf>?m« >^u Iokmw 
who tile lafliv you’ve been watching rcailv ri f ” 

Mr. Poltecd'a cxpressiim at that iiWimeol was a master 
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piece. It so clearly said : ** Well, what do you think T But 
mere professional knowledge, I assure you — ^pray forgive 
it 1 " He made a little half -airy movement with his hand 
as who should say; “ Such things — such things will 
happen to us all! '* 

^ry well, thep/* said Soames, moistening his lips ; 
“ there’s no need to say more. I’m instructing Linkman 
and^ver of Budge Row to act for me. I don't want to 
hear your evidence, but kindly make your report to tliem 
at five o'clock, and continue to observe the utmost 
secrecy." 

Mr. Polteed half closed his eyes, as if to comply at once. 
" My\lear .sir," he said. 

" Are you convinced," asked Soames with sudden 
energy, " that tiiere is enough > " 

The faintest movement occurred to Mr. Bolteed's 
shoulders. 

" You can risk it," he mtiimured ; " with what we 
have, and human nature, you can risk it." 

Soames ro^e. " You will ask for Mr. Linkman. Thanks ; 
don't get up." He could not bear Mr. Polteed to slide as 
usual l^tween him and the door. In the sunlight of 
Piccadilly he wiped his forehead. This had been the 
worst of it — ^he .could stand the strangers better. And he 
went back into the city to do what still lay before him. 

• Tliat evening in Park Lane, watcliing his father dine, 
he was overwhelmed by his old longing ifor a son — son, 
to watch him eat as he went down the years, to be taken 
on hfs knee as James on a time had been wont to take him ; 
a son of his own begetting, who could understand him 
because he was the same flesh and blood — understand, 
and comfort him, and become more rich and cultured than 
himself because he would stirt even better off. To get old 
— like that thin, grey wiry-frail figure sitting there — and 
be quite alone with possessions heaj^ng up around him ; 
to take no interest in anything because it had no future 
and must pass away from him to hands and mouths and 
eyes for whom he cared no jot ! No ! He would force it 
through now, and be free to marty, and have a son to care 
for him before he grew to be like the old, old man his 
fatlucr, wistfully watching now his sweetbread, now lus son. 

In that mood he went up to bed. But, lying warm be- 
those fine linen sheets of Emily's providing, he was 
visited by memories and torture. Visions of kene, almost 
tlie solid feeling of her body, beset him. Why had he ever 
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bew -fool enough to see her again! au’d let tl..^ flood bark 
on him TO ttot it was j^n tu tliink ol her with that fcUow 
•irUiat stealing fallow I 


CHAPTER Vr 

A St'MMKK UAV 

l)oy was srldom absent fn>m J. Avon's mind in tbr* 
da>^ whicli f^ilnwed the hist walk with he; t* m Ku lud 
Park Sn further news had (<»ra.' , in<|t3tr;es at tl^ War 
Ofhee cheat'd nothing ; ntrr o uM he e.xwct to lienr it -m 
June and ilullv h»r t.sri*e wot-ks .tt least In these d tvs he 
felt how insuttu irnt were hi» mern'-nes ol ,E‘Hy. a. d whal 
an amafeur of a father he had Iwen wa*v n<»t a 

single nu-inviry in whuJi a^g-r pU^nl a part; not tujc 
n'CtJualiatiun, bsaiise h«ui never Ikcu a rupture ; 

nor orK helrl-to lu^^rt ctaauieutdl^ not even when J<illv'» 
mother duxl. Nothing but half iroiutal .dfet He hinl 
been t(x> afnud of tt^rnmittii.g ImuteH in any dir*Mt,Joa. 
for fear of hjsing his hl>erty, or mtetieruig with Uiat of 
Ills Ixjy. 

Only in Irene s presence had he relief, highly t urnphaated 
by the ever-grtiwing perception of how divided he was , 
between her and his son. With Jolly was fxjund up all 
that sense of continuity and <re<*d nf whuh he lad 
drunk deeply in lus y*uith and ag.un during b’V » 
public sclnx)! and varsity hfe —all that sens*? of not gonig 
Wk on what father and Min exj»eard of e.uh other 
With Irene was U>«nd up all his delight in lieauiv and tn 
Nature. And lie seemed to Soiow Im and Im wiu<ii won 
the stronger w'lthin Erom smii sentunenta! pafAljf^iUt* 
he was rudely awakent'd, however, one )nst am 

he was starting off ti? Ku hme^nd. by a young man wnh a 
bicycle and a face (xidly f44jmihar. who uunr f orward 
faintly snuiing. 

‘;Mr. Jolyun Fors^ac ? Tiur.k you ! *’ Phiung an 
envelope in "jidyon's h;ind*lic wuf*l'd off tiic pith and 
rode awav. ikw^^epd, Jolvon »t{»ciua.l il, ^ 

*' Admiralty Ppdxitc rmd invonc, Im i^yte v E*<r.<syte 
and Eorsne f " A scnsiition of .siwme and diHgu^f wa^ 
followed by 4 he instant reaction : " Why, h<rf^ s the very 
tiling you want, and you» don’t hke it 1 Hut fihe tnust 
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have had one too ; and he must go to her at once: He 
turned things over as he went along. It was an Ironical 
business. For, whatever the Scriptureg said about Ihe 
heart, it took more than mere longmgs to satisly the law. 
They could perlectiy well defend this suit,- or at least in 
goodJaith to try. But the idea of doing so revolted Jolyon. 
If not her lover in deed he was in desire, and he Imew that 
she was ready to come to him. Her face had told him so. 
Noirthat he exaggerated her feeling for him. She had had 
her grand passion, and he could not expect another from 
her at his age. But she had trust in him, affection for hm, 
and must feel that he would be a refuge. Surely sne 
wouldt not ask liim to defend tlie suit, knowing that he 
adored her 1 Thank Heaven, she had not that maddening 
British conscientiousness which refused happiness for the 
sake of refusing ! She myst rejoice at this chance of being 
fr^c — after seventeen years of death in life I* As to 
publicity, the fat was in the fiij? ! To defend the suit would 
not take away tlie slur. Jolyon had all the proper feeling 
of a Forsyte whose pri^^cy is threatened : 11 he was to 
be hung by •ihe Law, by ail means le*t it be for a sheep. 
Moreover the notion of standing in a witness box and 
swearing to the; truth that no gesture, not even a word of 
love had passed between them seemed to him more 
degrading than to take the tacit stigma of being an 
, adulterer — more truly degrading, considering the feeling 
in his heart, and just as had and painful lor his children. 
The tlmught of explaining away, if he a>uld, before a 
judge and twelve average Englishmen, their meetings in 
Paxis, and the walks in Riclimond Park, horrified him. 
The brutality and hypocritical censoriousness of the whole 
process ; the probability that they would not be believed 
— the mere vision of her, whom he looked on as the em- 
bodiment of Nature and of Beauty, standing there before 
all those suspicious, gloating eyes was hideous to him. 
No, no ! To defend a suit only made a London holiday, 
and sold the newspapers. A thousand times better accept 
what Soames and the gods had sent ! 

" Besides,” he thought honestly, ” who knows wheijier 
even for my boy’s sake, I cofild have stood this state of 
thing much longer ? Anyway, her nejk will be ‘Out of 
chancery at last I ” Thus absorbed, he was hardly con- 
jgpious of the heavy heat. The sky had oecome overcast, 
purplish with little streaks of white. A hea\^ heat-drop 
plaimed a little star pattern in the dust of the road as he 
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cntci'ed the I^k. Phew ! '* he thought, " thuitder I { 
hope she's not come to meet me . there's a ducking up 
lt)ere ! '* But that very minute lie s*tw Irene coming 
towards the Gate. *’ We must scuttle Kick to Kc»bin I hll. 
be thought • • 


The storm luid passal over the I\»iiHry at four 
bringing welcome di-stractioii to the clerks in eserv ottscr 
Soiimes was drinking a cup ol le;i when a note 
brought in to him : 


“ Rear Sir, 

h'orryte v. Jumyte mui F 

" In accordance with your iicstfuctioni, we N*g to 
inform you that we pcfsoii.tlly serietl the and 

co-resp(Uidcnt in this suit to-day, .it Ku ,‘ .n»'«;d, and 
Kobin Hill, respeettvoly. • 

" l aitWuUy yours, 

*‘ 'la,vKMAN AM‘ 1 ,avi:k " 

m * ' 


For some minutes Saimi'S stateti at tha^nolr Kver 
since he had given mstruction.s he had tempi*'*! 
to annul them. It was so M,a?. l.i1nu>, ;.uU» a 
disgrace! The evidence, tcxi, wlu.l he had l^eard ot it, 
had never soenieil to him conclusuv , .vmirhow, he 
believrtd less and less that thos<? two had jtone aU ler»glh».. 
But tins of course, would drive them to it , .ind he 
sulicred from Oie tliounlit. Hut fcHow to luvc l,r, love 
where he had failed ! Was it too lite ' Now tlut Jhc> 
had been brought up sharp bv servit e ol this iwtition, had 
he not a lever with which he could forte Ua m apot 
" But if I don’t act at ona*/' he thmigld, it wni bx) 
late, now they’ve liad this tiling. I H gb ‘*^**'^ • 

^ ^A^d^sick with ncirv'ous anxiety, he sent out for unc of 

tiie new-fanglQd ‘'•motor-c.ilw. U might ^ 

time to run tlwt fellow to ground, and G^***^*/^^ 
what decision tlicv niigl.t conu: b* .dlrr &uch a ^ 

1 were a theatriail ass." he^thought. I »iipp.»w 1 »hoiiW 
he uLig a horse whip or a \nsio\ of 

took ifistod a bundle of P'f*'''"* ‘ w^y 
wrens Wake " intending to read them on the aowii. 
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fellow's attitude ; the ji^reat thing was to keep bis head I 
London had alrea^iy begun to disgorge its workers as 
he neared Putney Bridge ; the ant-heap pjvas on the mov# 
outwards. What a lot of ants, ail with a living to get, 
holding on by their ey elids in the great scramble I Perhaps 
for tl?^ first time in his life Soames thought : “ / could 
let go if 1 liked ! Nothing could touch me ; I could snap 
my fingers, live as I wished — enjoy myself ! ” No ! One 
could not live as he had and just drop it all — settle down 
in Capua, to spend the money and reputation he had 
made. A man's life was what he possessed and sou^Jit 
to possess. Only fools thought otherwise — ^fools and 
sociali#^.s, and libertines I 

The cab was passing villas now, going a great pace. 
" Fifteen miles an hour, I should think I" he mused ; 

this'll take people out of town to live ! " and he thought 
of its bearing on the portions of London ownedi by his 
father — he himself had never taken to that form of in- 
vestment, the gambler in him having all the outlet needed 
in his pictures. And th^ cab sped on, down the hiS past 
Wimbledon Common. This interview ! Surely a man of 
fifty-two with grown-up children, and hung on the line, 
would npt be reckless. *' He won't want to disgrace the 
family," he thought ; " he was as fond of his father as I 
am of mine, and they were brothers. That woman brings 
/lestruction — ^what is it in her ? I've never known." The 
cab branched off, along the side of a wood, and he heard 
a late cuckoo calling, almost the first he had heard that 
year^ He was now almost opposite the site he had 
originally chosen for his house, and which had been so 
unceremoniously rejected by Bosinney in favour of his own 
choice. He begcui passing his handkerchief over bis face 
and hands, taking deep breaths to give him steadiness. 
" Keep onv's head," he thought, " keipp one's head 1 " 
The cab turned in at the drive which might have been 
his own, and the sound of music 'me^ him. He had 
foxiRotten the fellow's daughters. 

may be out again directly," he said to the driver, 
" or I may be kept some timej " and he rang the bell 
Following the maid through^the curtains into the inner 
hall, ^he felt relieved that the impact of this m'eeting 
would be broken by June or Holly, whichever was playing 
JiX ttiire, so that with complete surprise he saw Irene at 
the piano, and Jolyon sitting in an arm-chsir listening. 
They both stood up. Blood surged into Soames* brain, 
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^ RiiitJtti by this or t!mt i<rft hhii 
utterl>\ ^le look of hw farnicr forbe;ir»— bawvtei 

** Very pretty I '* he jw^id. • 

He heard the folhivv murmur : ^ 

This is htydly the place— -wc*!! go to the irtudv. if y<>u 
don t mind. And they U’)th pst-HiHed Inm thfv\u»h the 
curtain opening. In the little room to \\hu h ho t.'?f^%ed 
them, Irene stend by the t fHMi window, oral the " jrUuw * 
cl«e to her by a big chair. Sturne*, pullet! the d>K*T to 
bemnd him with a slam ; Uic 8<miid earned him all 
toose years to the day when he had shut out Jvlvof# shut 
him out for meddling uitii Ins aftnrs. 

" Weli,*' he saul, ' w hat have vou to say for yuur- 
selves, 

Tlie^ fellow had the effrontery to .smile • 

’* What we have received t(*-<iay has taken awav your 
right to aide. I should imagine ^>u will U* glad i<» Iwve 
your ffeck out of chancery." 

" Oh I *' said S<»ame8 ; " y<»u think vi I f tame to trll 
you that I’ll divorce her with every (tt« Lmsiance of 
disgrace to yon Ixjth, uulc\s.s you swear k*'rp -clear of 
each other fnan now on." 

He was astonished at his fluency. IxtauHc his mmd was 
stammering and his hand.H twibhiiig Nci’Jirr of tliem* 
answered ; but their faa*s seemed to fuui as if <* •li- 
tem ptuous. 


emptuous. 

"Well," he said ; ’* vou — Irene f " 


Her hm moved, but j<dyon Hid his hand on her arm 
" Let her alone 1 " said S^iamcs fuiiously, " Irene, will 


" Let her alone 1 " said S^iamcs fuiiously, 
you swear it ? " 

" No." 

** Oh I and vou 


" Still less." * 

" So then y’ou’re guilty, are you ? 

" Yes, guilty." It was Irene s|>«?uking in that serene 
voice, with that unreachtd air nhi-. h IiaJ maddened him 
so^dten ; and. carried lx*wi.d himseif, tar tried : 

" y^ti are a devil." 

'* Go out 1 Le.'fve this hoicsc. or MI do >*<^1 an injury." 
That fellow to talk of injuries { H»I he know hoy; near 
his tiiroat w*as to being scragged f • • 

" A trustee," he said. " embezriing trust firoperty f A 
thief, stealing his cousin*# wiie." 
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Call me what you like. You have chosen your 'part, 
we have chosen ours. Go out ! ” 

If he had brought a weapon, Soames might have used 
it at that moment. 

“ ril make you pay ! ” he said. 

L-ihall be very happy.** 

At that deadly turning of the meaning of his speech by 
the son of him who had nicknamed him ** the man of 
pr^brty," Soames stood glaring. It was ridiculous I 
'Diere they were, kept from violence by some secret 
force. No blow possible, no words to meet the case. Byt 
he could not, did not Imow how to turn and go away. 
His eyfts fastened on Irene's face — the last time he would 
ever sec that fatal face — ^the last time, no doubt I 
*‘ You,** he said suddenly, ** I hope you'll treat him as 
you treated me — that's all." 

He saw her wince, and with a sensation not quite 
triumph, not quite relief, he<^ wrenched open the door, 
passcii out through the hall, and got into his cab. He lolled 
against the cushion witif his eyes shut. Never in his life 
liad he been so near to murderous violence, never so 
throNvn away the restraint which was his second nature. 
He had a stripp«ed and naked feeling, as if all virtue had 
gone out of him — life meaningless, mind striking work. 
Sunlight streamed in on him, but he felt cold. The scene 
«he had passed through had gone from him already, what 
was before him would not materialise, he could catch on 
to nothing ; and he felt frightened, as if he had been 
hanging over the edge of a precipice, as if with another 
turn of the screw sanity would have failed liim. "I'm 
not fit for it," he thought ; " I mustn't— I’m not fit for 
it.** The cab sped on, and in mechanical procession trees, 
houses, people pass^, but ftad no significance. ** I feel 
very queer," he thought ; " I'll take a Turkish bath. 
I — ^IVe been very near to something. It won't do." The 
cab whirred its way back over the bridge^ up the Fulham 
Road, along the Park. 

" To tlie Hammam," said Soames. 

Curious that on so warm a summer day, heat should 
be 80 comforting I Crossing into tlie hot room he met 
George Forsyte coming out, red and glistening. 

** Hallo 1 " said George ; " what are you training for ? 
You’ve not got much superfluous." 

Buffoon I Soames paskd him with his sidtway smile. 
Lying back, rubbing nis skin uneasily for the first signs 
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, he thought ; " l^t ei«n laugh < 1 t . 
I c<in I stand wolence I It’s not giod for 


CHAPTER VII ^ 

A SUMMEK KIGIIT 

SoAMKS left dead silence in ibe little studv 

..*1 6<xxl iu*/' mild Jolvnn suddenly 

C-oiiie out the *ur here iss not vihut it * " 

In front of a hmit hjgi^ southerly wall on whit% tterw 
trained peach-taes tJjc two Walkni up and m -alcfuc 
Old Jolyon luai planted w>mt* euprevn^-trcc'^, at u«trreal‘ 
Ixitweei* tJihs pras,sy terrace and- the dipp.tn)i; »ncid-ov fui, 
of biiuercupi and f>x-<‘vcd <i:u->icT , f ir tuei^.• ve.i;‘s tkey 
had lloun-shcnj, tdl tiieir <lKrk Npira.! shapes iuid <pnte a 
look of lt 4 y. Birds tiutten^l vdilv in the wet shruLlnery , 
Ihesvfallows.swooju-d past wuh a sU'chhlue ^<*eu r»n then 
swift little Ixtdies ; tli»' felt spnnKV IxnuMih the fm 
its green rc^lv^h<'^i ; Inateniics tha'^cd e,Hii (;thcr After 
tJm .gainful scene t!;e <|>nrt f»f Nsilure was wondcrfulU 
poignant, Traier the :,uii muked vail ran a narr'»w ^tnp 
of g.irdcn-bal full of rmgtu netK^io'd pinMo, sOkI bom Ui* 
be^ came :i Inw hum m which rill other s-mtaK were M“t» 
—the mooing of a cow drpnvnl <.f hei lalf, the <alhng of 
a cuckoo from an elin-rree at tht* bottom of the mrs,d*av 
Who wtnikl have thought tiiat Ixihind them, vnhn* ten 
miles, IrT.indim began — that I.Mr.d'*n of the with 

its wealth, its misery ; its dirt and icasc . its jumbled 
stone isles of beaut>^ its gicy ,vm of hideo us hiuk mtti 
stucco? Tliat London whlRh had M^eu lrene'« e^rly 
tragedy, and Jolytjfi's own hard day', that wrb, that 
princely workhouse 4^ the jt>s;.cs,sive instunt f 

And while thury wvtiki^ j-dyon jxa'id red lh*eif wv^rd^ 

" 1 hope y<m'il treat him you treated nu* ' I'latt would 
deperd </n himself. Could he lni:d hmcM lf * Ind Nature 
pefmit a Ft>rsyte not to m. 4 ke a slave of wlwi he adcred ^ 
Coiild,bc:iuty be confided to him ? Or should she n<'t lie 
just a vi.siU)r, dbming when she would. hr 

moments which passed, to return oni> at her own choo^g > 
“ We are a breed of spoilers I *’ thought jolyon. cioee* 
and greedv f the blc»om of life is not safe with m b«f 
come to me as she will, wiicn ^hc will, not at ail if »he will 


of perspiration 
feel anything ! 
Ine I 
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not. Let me be just her stand-by, her perching-piace ; 
never-never her cage ! 

She was the chink of beauty in his dieam. Was he t6 
pass through the cu:^ains now and reach her ? Was the 
rich stuff of many possessions, the close encircling fabric 
of thn possessive instinct walling in that little black figure 
of himself, and Soames — ^was it to be rent so that he could 
pass through into his vision, find there something not of 
the" senses only ? “ Let me,’* he thought, ’* ah I let me 
only know how not to grasp and destroy ! ” 

But at dinner there were plans to be made. To-night 
she would go back to the hotel, but to-morrow he would 
take iRjr up to London. He must instruct his solicitor — 
Jack Herring. Not a finger hiust be raised to hinder the 
process of the Law. Damages exemplary, judicial stric- 
tures, costs, what they liked — ^let it go through at«the first 
moment, so that her neck might be out of chancery at 
last 1 To-morrow he would sfee Herring — they would go 
and see him together^ And then — abroad, leaving no 
doubt, no difficulty about evidence, <making the ‘fie she 
had told into the tssith. He looked round at her ; and it 
seemed to his adoring eyes that more than a woman was 
sitting 'there. ^ The spirit of universal beauty, deep, 
mysterious, which the old painters, Titian, Giorgione, 
Botticelli, had known how to capture and transfer to the 

• faces of their women — this flying beauty seemed to him 
imprinted on her brow, her hair, her lips, and in her eyes. 

And this is to be mine I ” he thought. “ It frightens 
me ^ ” 

After dinner tliey went out on to the terrace to have coffee. 
They sat there long, the evening was so lovely, watching 
tlie summer night come very slowly on. It was still warm 
and the air smelled of lime^lossom — early this summer. 
Two bats were flighting with the famt mysterious little 
noise tliey make. He had placed the chairs in front of the 
study window, and moths flew pa.st to visil the discreet light 
in there. There was no wind, and not a whisper in the old 
oak-tree twenty j^ds aw'ay ! The moon rose from behind 
the copse, nearly full ; and the two lights struggled, ®till 
moonhght conquered, changing the colour and quality 
of aM the garden, stealing along the flagstones, reaching 
their feet, climbing up, changing their -faces. 

• * " Well,” said Jolyon at last, ” you’ll be tired, dear ; 
we'd better start. The maid wU show you Hfilly's room.” 
And he rang the study bell The maid who came handed 
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^atcliing her taJte Ir^ne awa> h«! 

aiid ihe didn t Uhng it out to us ! Tluit sh<.ws ! Wcu! 
we 11 be hung for a sheep soon I *' Aad, opcntnfi the tele- 
gram, he read : 

"JoLvoN Forsyte, Robin Hin — Your son M««d 
painlessly away on June 20. Deep sympatity ' - jjuine 
name unknown to linn. j i j ^ 


Re dropped it, spun round, Mmd motion U-w The 
moon siione in on him ; a moth Ih-w in hrs hue r.ie 
first day of all that he had npttlumght almr>^{ 
of Jolly. He went biuidly towards the window, ;^tr»uk 
against tlie old arm-i iiair—his faincr V-^und iwtnk d >wn 
on to th« arm of it. lie s.U there huddhd f^^rw.lrd, sU»nr« 
into the niglit. Gone out Idke a catult'* tUme , hr iv%l 
home, from love, ail by lumMdf. m the dark! Ills U y I 
From i litflc chap alw-ays «o g«^il to Irictullvl 

Twenty years (dd. And cut dwwn like gra^^.-eto have 1,0 
life at all ! “ I didn't really know hmtf' he ihouglit, ' ai d 
he didn't know me ; but we loved each other. It’s tmly 
love that matters,” * 

To die out there — lonely— wanting them— wan tin k 
home 1 This seemed to his I'otsyle heart im»rc painful, 
more pitiful than death No slielier, no protettiMu. • 

no love at the last 1 And all the de«^piy r^n/ied chin^hip 
in him, the family feeling and ejcteutial <.iii>gmg to ht^^ own 
fiesh and blood which Jiad been so strong lu (dd jt^lyfin— 
was so strong m all tlie 1 ‘orsytes- felt outragnj. t ut. aral 
tom by his boy's hmcly passing, fktter far if he Iwtd dml 
in battle, without lime to lt»i^ fc^r them to tome to him. 
to call out for them, perhap, 111 his dehnum ! 

The moon had plissed iKrhual the orik tree now. en* 
dow'ing it with uncaftny life, that u mnicd w«tt* hu g 
him — the oak-tr<i^ his b<.»y had U*en sc* hmd fd ciimUng. 
out of which he had once fallen and hurt hunsrlf, ai^cl 
hadn't cried I 

The door creaked. He sJw Irene tome in. puk up the 
telegnim and read it. He hc*'ud the faint ru'^iie »jf hrr 
dress. She sank on her kTsees ch^se to him. and he kltufl 
himself to smile "^t her. She sucitficd up hrr arm# ai d 
drew his hc§d down on her shoulder 7 'he perfume ana 
warmth of her cncirdad him ; her presence gauged slowly 
his whole being. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

C 

JAMES IN WAITING 

Sweated to serenity, Soames dined at the Remove and 
tuipied his face toward Park Lane. His father had been 
unwell lately. This would have to be kept from him ! 
Never till that moment had he realised how much the 
dread of bringing James* grey hairs down with sorro^ to 
the grave had counted with him ; how intimately it was 
bound up with liis own shrinking from scandal. His 
affection for his father, always deep, had increased of late 
years with the knowledge that James looked on him as 
the real prop of his decline. It seemed pitiful *that one 
who had been so careful all Ms life and done so much for 
tlie family name — so that it was almost a by-word for 
solid, wealthy respectability— should at Ms lag.t gasp 
have to see it in all tlie newspapers. This was like lending 
a hand to Death, l#iat final enemy of Fors>i:es. " I must 
tell mother," he thought, " and when it comes on, we 
must keep the’ papers from him somehow. He sees hardly 
any one," Letting himself in with his latchkey, he was 
beginning to ascend the stairs when he became conscious 
of commotion on the second-floor landing. His mother's 
voice was saying : 

" Now, James, you*ll catch cold. Why can’t you wait 
quivjtly ? " 

His father's answering : 

" Wait ? I'm always waiting. Why doesn’t he come 
in ? " ^ 

" You can speak to Mm to-morrow morning, instead 
of making a guy of yourself on the landing." 

" He'll go up to bed, I shouldn’t wonder. I shan’t 
sleep." * 

" Now come back to bed, James.” 

” IJm ! I might die before to-morrow morning for all 
you can tell" ■ 

” You shan't have to wait till to-morrow morning ; I'fl 
go down and bring him up. Don’t fuss I " 

*' There you go— always so cock-a-fioop. He mayn’t 
borne in at all.'* 

” Well, if he doesn't come in you won’t catch him by 
standing out here in your* dressing-gown.” 



IN CHAN'CEKT 


• • 

rounded the last bend and cam** In tight of h« 
father's tall figure \^Tapped in alirown *iik t^whrd g.mr, 
sfboping over th* balustrade above I-jesi'. JrJl oi> hw 
silvery hair and whiskers, investing j^is htMd with a s-s>ft 
of halo, 

*■ Here he is ! ” he heard him s,-»y in a v>*i.'e \ilsh'h 
sounded injured, and lus mothiT's triable aiivwer 
from the bedroom doer ; 

“ That's all right. Come in, and I'll bruMt yov.r " 
Tames extended a thin, cr(H>ked finger, fxbliy hkr the 
beckoning of a skeleton, and passed through the d>«.>r»'av 
of his bedroom. , 

" VVhat is it ? " tliought SoiUncs. " WItai ha,s ht* got 

hold of now ? " * , . . , i 

His father w'as sitting l^fore the dre««‘;inf:'ta}>.e ^nle- 
wa\’T5 to the mirror, while Emdv ylowlv }i.ui^>**d wivef- 
backed brushes through and through his Ji-ar. She woukl 
do tliis several times a day, fbr it h.ul tm him s<»meilu»)g ol 
the ejffect jyoduced on a cat by ^cratdung bt'wwr.“u tjfi 

ears. * • • „ 

There you are 1 " he said. ** IVc kren waituu*. 

Soames stroked his shoul<!'.:r. and taking up a »i*vcf 
button-hook, examined the mark on it. * 

“ Well," he said, " yim're looking better. 

James shook his head. •• 

1 want to say something. \ou mother h.Ttn t hf m 
H e announced Emily’s ignorance ol what lie hadn i tod 
her. as if it were a grievance. 

Your father's been w a preat state all the f""V 
I’m sure 1 don’t know whut abait The iaint wliisii 
whish " of the brushes continued tiie sootiung of 
" Nol you know nothing, said Jani«. 

fikll TOf *’ And fixing his grvv%*vc?5, in w au h tb-. wo* * 

iSk^f s^; tSc^forl* 'to watch, on in. v.n. he 

“•“l^gctting «, ^amee. At tny age 1 
nhght^®l/time. Ttoe'U ^ a ^ mo- Wj 

.i. va... 

Whish-whish 1 want tlie oruahes . . 

" If that's all-— I " I'm t^-mmg U. 

AU r* ched James ; »t s noting. » 
that" And again his eyes simncd ptifady at .>o*»r 
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“ It’s you. my boy/' he said suddenly ; " you ought to 
get a divorce." 

Tlmt word, from those of all lips, was almost too mucii 
for Soames’ composure. His eyes reconcentrated them- 
selves Quickly on the button-hook, and as if in apology 
Jarifc s nurried on : 

" I don't know what's become of her — ^they sav she’s 
al^oad., Your Uncle Swithin used to admire her— he was 
a funny fellow." (So he always alluded to his dead twin — 
" The Stout and the Lean of it," they had been call^.) 
" She wouldn't be alone, I should say." And with that 
sumnung-up of tlie effect of l^uty on human nature, he 
w^as ^lent, watching his son with eyes doubting as a bird’s. 
Soames. too. was silent. WKish-whish I went the brushes. 

" Come, James I Soames knows best. It’s his business." 

" Ah I " said James, and the word came from deep 
down ,* " but there's all my money, and there's his — who^ 
it to go to ? And when he dies the name goes out." 

Soames replaced th<;^ button -hook on tlie lace and pink 
silk of the (pressing-table coverlet. •> 

" Tlie name ? "^tvaid Emily, " there are all the other 
Forsytes ’’ 

" As if tliat helped mf," muttered James. " I shall be 
in my grave, and there'll be nobexiy, unless he marries 
again." 

"You’re quite right," said Soames quietly; "I'm 
getting a divorce." 

Tames' eves almost started from his head. 

'» What r " he cried. " There I nobody tells me an /- 
thing." 

" Well," said Emilv, " who would have imagined you 
wanted it ? My dear boy, that is a surprise, after aU these 
years," ^ 

" It’ll be a scandal," muttered James, as if to himself ; 
" but I can’t help that. Don’t brush so hard. When'll it 
come on ? " 

" Before the Long Vacation ; it’s not defended." 

James’ lips moved in secret (^culation. " I shan’t live 
to see ray grandson," he muttered. 

Emily ceased brushing. " Of course you will, James. 
Soames will be as quick as he can." 

There was a long silence, till James re&ched out his arm. 

" H<ffo I let's nave the eau-de-Cologne," and, putting 
it to his nose, he moved his forehead m th^ direction of 
liis ton, Soames bent over ^nd kissed that brow just where 
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tlie iiair begim. A relaxing quiver 4 ,^\Tr lace 

as though the wheels of anxij^tv witiun were runntna 

Hown. • ^ 

'* ril get to bed," he snid : " I shan’t want to see the 
papers when that comes. Tiiev're a inurbul hi : 1 tan** 
pay attention to them. I’m t<‘f» tiul ' ^ 

Queerly affected, & -amt's went to d<K>r : he heard 
his father say : 

" Here. I’m tired. I’ll s;iy a praytfr in Ivd " ‘ • 

And his mother an^%\»‘ring : 

That's right, Jamt^s ; it’ll be ever wj much more 
comfy/* 


CHAFFER IX 

OUT OF THfi WEB 

On Figrsyte ’Change the announasuent of Jolly’* death, 
among a batcli caiK»d mixgil 

Strange to read tiiat J ly>«n r«»rsv4[|^ ;h(i}» of tin* mtine 
in direct descent) h. <1 tind of di .e-i'-^: in Ifu* of 

his countrv', aisd not b<.* aide to fe^'l i> fK',***- ?? Uiv It 
revivtxl the old giu<it';e against his fath'^r i t h :mj g 
e.strangcd luinself. For stun was still the po vtigr of cid 
Jolyon that the other Forsyte's could newt quite feel a'% 
might have Ix'en expetteil, Ui.it it wa> tticv vvh»» h.td < ea 
oft his descendants for irreguUruy. Ffie news nnre.r^sl, 
Bf course, the interest and anxiety ulsmt \ .d . hut^hen 
Val’s name was Dartie, and even li he were kdirsf in iwlilr 
or got the Victona Crovi. it would not be at all fhr' >ame 
as if his name were Fruxyte. Not even tuHii diy '‘f 
to the H<iymans would really MivMtV/iy h*ar«iy 
pride felt defrauded. 

How Uie rumour arose, then, Umt " s^unrtKuig vm^ 
dreadful, mv tirar." w;u9 |v*ndtng. no one leaf^t of all 
Soaines, amid tell, v crel as he k*’pt ev^-rythr,'; }N,»HMh!y 
some eye had seen " Forsv/e v. 1 ’/rsyt<'; and I ‘ i in 
tlfe cause list ; and had it to ' Irene tn Faiw with 

a {ai( beard." F^osstblv wall at Fark l-ane h d can 
The fact remain^ lli.U it um known-- whi^jxr^i 
the old, discussed among Uie young — that pn^<' 

must soon receive a blow. * 

S<.)ames. paying one of his Sand '.y vtyt» to Timothy sh- 
paying it witn tlie feeling tl|ra afl- r Uie suit c».mc he 
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would be paying no more — felt knowledge in the air as he 
came in. Nobody, of court e, dared speak of it before him, 
but each of the four other Forsytes pnesent held theii* 
breath, aware that pothing could prevent Aimt Juley 
from making them all uncomfortable. She looked so 
piteously at Soames, she checked herself on the point of 
speech so often, tha't Aunt Hester excused herself and said 
she mu%t go and bathe Timothy’s eye — he had a sty 
coiilirtg. Soames, impassive, slightly supercilious, did not 
stay long. He went out with a curse stifled behind his pale, 
just smiling lips. r 

Fortunately for the peace of his mind, cruelly tortured 
by thc^'coming scandal, he was kept busy day and night 
with plans for his retirement — for he had come to that 
grim conclusion. To go on seeing all those people who had 
^own him as a “ long-headed chap,"' an astute adviser — 
after ihat — ^no ! The fastidiousness and pride which was so 
strangely, so inextricably blended in him with possessive 
obtuseness, revolted agajnst the thought. He would^retire, 
live privatel)^ go on buying pictures, make a great* name 
as a collector — ^afteic^, lus heart was more in that than 
it had ever been in Lavr. In pursuance of this now fixed 
resolve,, he had^do get ready to amalgamate his business 
with another firm without letting people know, for that 
would excite curiosity and make humiliation cast its 
^shadow before. He had pitched on the firm of Cuthcott, 
HoUiday and Kingson, two of wln)m were dead. The full 
name after the amalgamation w^ould therefv)re be Cuthcott. 
HoUjday, Kingson, Forsyte, Bustard and Forsyte. But- 
alter debate as to which of the dead still had any influence 
with the living, it was decided to reduce the title to 
Cuthcott, Kingson and Forsyte, of w’hom Kingson would 
be the active and Soames the Weeping partner. For leaving 
his name, prestige, and clients behind him, Soames would 
receive considerable value. • 

One night, as befitted a man who had arrived at so 
important a stage of his career, he made a calculation of 
w'hat he was worth, and aft^ writing off liberally for 
depreciation by the w'ar, found his value to be some 
hundred and thirty thousand pounds. At liis father’s 
death) wliicli could not, alas, be delayed' much longer, he 
must ^ome into at least another fifty thousand, and his 
yearly expenditure at present just reached two. Standing 
among h& pictures, he saw before him a future full of 
bargains earned by the traii^ faculty of knowing better 
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ttan other people. Selling wiiht w.u. alX'iit to ilfi-lnw 
keeping what was still gr4n!» u|P, and rxm iv.ng tjjdit i »«s 
fnsigiit into futute taste, he wouW iiiak ' a ^tnusur cuUtX'. 

the title Forsyte R‘quesr/’ 

If the divorce went thr -ugh. he h.i4 tlrt-nr,r'<’d •:) 
line with Madanic I..'imoite She had. lie k^rv. Imt urtr 
real ambition — to live on her ** r/‘>:.Vv " m *r w iicr 
grandcliildrcn . He witnld buv th*'* got-dwiil 
Restaurant Bretagne at a fancy price MuUnr wu^id 
hvT like a Queen "MoUier in Pans c»n the intercM tu 
vested as she would know how. (Incidr-jjt.iJIv S^cE^•^ 
meant to pul a capable manager in her pl.oe aiatrnak/ 
the rcstauniiil pay gcxxl intcre‘'t on hw unaiev 'n.er<' 
were great po.ssibiiitu*., in Soho ) (>n Annette lie w. d-i 
promise^ to settle Idtcx'n thous.ih<l p-niiKB iwht'thrj th 
signedly or not;, precisely the sum old jidvori had setRoJ 
on “ tliat woman." ' * 


A le;ter from Jolyon’s solicitor 40 Ins f»wrj Ij.mI 1- v.d 
the fact that " two " were in ItaJv .Afsd .tn i 
tunity ha<I been duly given for noti?<|^th.it tht v h.sd hf't 
stayed at an hotel m Lir.don. Tlie matter was cleu 
daylight, and wouM lx.* dtsji.tstxl of m h.dfan hour ot *<> - , 
but (luring tiiai half-hour he, S>aioes, would gw d< wii t* 
hell ; and afi(T tiiat halfdiour all Iv.ner'. oi tfa* 1 wrivo- 
name W’oiild fivl the blmrni was oh the rn>4\ lie h»ad j.. * 
illusions like Sliake j^are tliat ruse‘» hv any other tunue 
would smell as svveet Tiie name was .1 a 

{^Jiicrete, unstained piece of j«r«;pertv, the \ w( n 
would lx? reduced some tw'cr.ty je-r lent ut P e t I T.le^A 
It were Rog'T, wlm hud (aite refused %x> d 1 r 
inent, and '-^>11. irony' Jwivon, hung on thr iiro", tleo 
had never Ixx'n a dif'tinguisnod f wf -vt-' Peat tn.d verv 
lack of distinction ^ms the n.jme'N j::tMSest a-’ct it 
a private name, mtrnsely indivulu.d and hi' ow'o p? - 
jHTly : It had d^ver been exph iird ha lu 

intrusive refs-irt. He and e^uh nu'mU'r <1 ho 
owiied it whi'liy. sanely, s<wtiy. without az.v nt ar mtef 
ference from the publn thaft had Ix’^-n ncM'*'. lutfd la, in# ;i 
birthu# their marriagen. their deaths At;d d inei: ih*' ’ 
weeks of waiting aiid prepanng to drop the or** on 
ceived for that tiiw a bitter di uisfe, s» dt'ply^id te 
resent its earning violation of iiri' name, for, cd on him R- 
the need he felt to perpetuate tliat uame m a hiwh. 
manner. Tlie monstrous injustice of the whojr thtr : 
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excited in him a perpetual suppressed fu^. He had asked 
no better than to live in s^tless domesticity, and now ^ 
must go into the witness-box, after all thftse futile, barren* 
years, and proclaim h^s failure to keep his wife — ^incur the 
pity, the amusement, the contempt of his kind. It was 
all ujiiide down. $he and that fellow ought to be the 
sufferers, and they — ^were in Italy ! In these weeks the 
Law he 4iad served so faithfully, looked on so reverently 
as the guardian of all property, seemed to him quite pitiful. 
What could be more insane than to tell a man that he 
owned his wife, and punish him when some one unlawfully 
took her away from him ? Did the Law not know that a 
man's name was to him the apple of his eye, that it was 
far harder to be regarded as cuckold than as seducer ? He 
actually envied Jolyon the reputation of succeeding where 
he, Soames, had failed. The question of damages worried 
him, too. He wanted to makp tliat fellow suffer, but he 
remembered his cousin’s words', “ I shall be very happy,” 
with the uneasy feelinr; that to claim damalges . would 
make nof Jc^yon but himself suffer he felt uncannily 
that Jolyon would iSther like to pay them — the chap was 
so loose. Besides, to claim damages was not the thing to 
do. The claim,* indeed, had been made almost mechani- 
cally ; and as the hour drew near Soames saw in it just 
another dodge of this insensitive and topsy-turvy Law to 
•make him ridiculous ; so that people might sneer and say : 
” Oh, yes, he got quite a good priqe for her ! ” And he 
gave instructions that his Counsel should state that the 
monfey would be given to a Home for Fallen Women. H^ 
was a long time hitting off exactly the right charity ; but, 
having pitched on it, he used to wake up in the night, 
and think : ” It won’t do, tqp lurid ; it'll draw attention. 
Something quieter — better taste.” He did not care for 
dogs, or he would have named thefn ; and it was in 
desperation at last — for his knowledge of charities was 
limited — ^that he decided on the blind. Ttiat could not be 
inappropriate^ and it would make the Jury assess the 
damages high. 

A good many suits were dropping out of the list, whicli 
happened to be exceptionally thin that ^summer, so that 
liis cdse would be reached before August.*" As the day grew 
jneareft Winifred\was his only comfort. ^She showed the 
fellow-feeling of one who had been through tl^e mill, and 
was the ” femme-sole ” in whom he confid^, well knowing 
that she would not let Dartie into her confidence. That 



ruffian would be only too rcjoijeil 1 At the cid uf July 
the afternoon before the case, |ie went \i\ to her They 
•had not yet be«n able to leave liiwn, Iwcium' 
already spent their summer hulid^v. and Wi-njiaJ yhu\\ 
not go to her fattier* for mure in..m‘y wi.di- ttr 
waiting not to be told anytliing |ib<.»ut sun i f 
Soames. 

Soames found her with a letter in her hat <1 « 

“ That from Vai," he asked gloomily. " What tUV** hr 
say ? " 

• “ He says he‘s married." siiid Winifred, 

" W’hom to, for Qoodnesa' sake ? " 

Winifred look<?d up at him. 

*' To Hollv Forsyte, Jolyon’s daughter." 

What ? 

** Ht? got leave and did it. I didn't even know he knew 
her. Awkward, isn’t it ? " • 

Soames uttered a shoft laugh at that t liar , k t eristic 
minimisation. # 

“ Awkward ! Well, I don’t supjvise tht’K'H tiear alMut 
this till they come back. Tiievd^iter stay out tJirre 
That fellow wall give her monev,’ 

" But I want Val back," said Winifred ftlnw-id pite-r usly . 
I miss him, he helps me to get on." 

“ I know," murmured Soaincs, " How « 1) vrtic w- 


having now ? " . * 

" It might be w'opc; but it’s always nium-v W^mA 
you like me to come dowm to the Court to m -n^w, 

■Soames ? " . ^ . .r * * . 

Soames stretclied out his hand for lim. I nr pr.'!'*rr 
so betrayed the loneliness in ium tlsit shr it 

Wn w ™ .. i«» 

”^1 fc ..- ^ 

" I never have» it's all upside down. I .mI I mr . 

^ 'winifrai’ ^”a drop of blood core out of l.is iip, and 
&e sight stirred her I 

"Of course," she said. "i'.» '<» 

Ss f 1 * tr 


enough/* 
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"That doesn’t sound li^o bad/' thought Winifred. 
Jolyon had style/* \ 

“ It is a coil,” she said. " What will f^her say ? ** 

” Mustn’t be told,” gaid Soames. ** The war’ll soon be 
over now, you’d better let Val take to farming out there.” 
It was tantamount to saying that his nephew was lost. 
” I haven’t told Monty.” Winifred murmured desolately. 
The cage was reached before noon next day, and was 
over 'in little more than half an hour. Soames — ^pale, 
spruce, sad-eyed in the witness-box — had suffered so much 
beforehand that he took it all like one dead. The momeift 
the decree nisi was pronounced he jieft the Courts of 
Justice.^ 

Four hours until he became public property ! ” Soli- 
citor’s divorce suit ! ” A surly, dogged anger replaced 
that dead feeling within *him. ” Damn them alH ” he 
thought ; ” 1 won't run away. I’U act as if nothing had 
happened.” And in the sweltering heat of Fleet Stx'eet 
and Ludgate Hill he walj'ed all the way to his CityjPlub, 
lunched and y/ent back to his office. ‘He w’orked there 
stolidly throughout afternoon. 

On his way out he saw that his clerks knew, and 
answered their iilvoluntary glances with a look so sardonic 
that they were immediately wnthdrawm. In front of St. 
Paul’s, he stopped to buy* the most gentlemanly of the 
evening papers. Yes 1 there he was ! *' Well-known 
solicitor’s divorce. Cousin co-respond^iit. Damages given 
to the blind ” — so, they had got tliat in 1 At every other 
face, he thought : ” I wonder if you know ! ” And sud- 
denly he felt queer, as if something were racing round in 
his head. 

What w'as this ? He was le^ng it get hold of him I He 
mustn’t 1 He would be ill. He mustn't think I He would 
get down to the river and row about, aVid fish. ” I’m not 
going to be laid up,” he thought. *• 

It flashed across him that he had something of im- 
portance to do before he went out of town. Madame 
Lamotte I He must explain the J-aw. Another six months 
before he w^as really free I Onl> he did not want to see 
Annette I And he passed his hand over the top of his 
head—* it was verv hot. * 

He bfanched ofl through Covent Gardeif. On this sultry 
da]^ of late July tlie garbage-tainted air of the old market 
offended him, and Soho seemed more than ever the dh^;- 
enchanted home of rapscailioxism. Alone the Restaurant 
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^eUgne, neat, daintily paintjd. with iu blue tub« And< 
dwarf trw therein, rctainj^ an aloof and Frencfnfierf 
•^If-respect. It was the slack hour, and pale tnrn wairrevse-s 
were prep^og the little tables foi^cl. in.r. Saiii.s 
througli into the pnvato*|xtrt. To hi.s disconuiturr At;r.r:!f 
^swe^d his kr?c)Gk, She, loo. lutk^d pale ar.d <krii»i.'s’d 
dow^n by the heat. • ^ ‘ 

** You are quite a stranger." hiie s:ijd 
Soamcs s«nl<‘d. 

“ I haven't wished to be ; I've Iktu husv W'lien;'* 
y§ur mother, Annette ? Tve gut some lur li^'r " 

“ Mother is not yi." 

It sof'med to Su:un-s that she lof.k d at him in^ quwr 
W’ay. Wiiat did she know f H.tw nuich h.^d h<’r 
loW her ? Tiic worrv of trving to tn U: that unt r , u jjis.i 
an alarming hvling in the head Ih kiijqvd X\i t-f 
tine tabli'. and ch//ily sov Annetv* o-- j. .ra-od. \v ^ 
cle.ir with surprise. "lie Jn.s own and 

" I^'s aW n ;nt I've h.ui a tu'^h o{ the -:u. I t uuk ' 
The sun ! Wli.tt lufhad t<'U* uul dvokui^ vPAroictie .s 
voice. French and cointt-'^Ml, .s;ud :«iiw 
" Sit duwm, U \m 11 p..' .. t.'.rn." Her hard prrwd 
shoulder, and s.if5k u iu a chair •Vwu u tfi** d d. 


feeling disper ^e*.! arid he opennl ins eyes^ shr . tf- kr i,[ 
down at linn Wiiat an ins<.niiable and iaUI txpU'K^ai 
for a girl of twenty t • 

" iJo yon fetd bt'ttcr ? " 

"It's nothing," sJid ?oamc“i. InMirut t !d him th it 
%) be feeble before her w.i,s nut helpit-g hin;- ag* w.e 
enough liandicap without that. U'lil p wer was hi', 
fortune with Annette ; he had lust ground thcjwr Uttei 
months from indedMi’n — he coiild not td Vi lev any 
mure. He gut up. and s.tid T 

" I’ll write to four mother. I'm going d^wn tu mv 
river house lur a Icwg hohday. I want y^'U U.lii h/ <' Mr 
there presently «and slay. It’s just at it a Vow wdl 

won’t you ? " 

" It will be veree nice;* A prrtty hnle r .l! of that 
" but no enthusi.isnn *Ara! rathri %idiy he ' 

'* You're feehng the heat \>nK aren't v .’,i. > 

It'll do vou gootfl 1 iHt on the river. d taght “ MiUrv.fi 
swayed "forward* There was a of compuncu^^ m 
movement. ^ 

" Are yefu ht to go ? Shall I give you some mfitf ^ 
No," s.iid Soanio UrmH. Give rae your hand " 
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She held out her hand* and Soames raised it to his 
lips. When he looked up, ller face wore again that strange 
expression. ** I can*t tell/^ he thought, as. he went out ;• 
” but I mustn’t thinly— I mustn't worry.” 

But worry he did, walking toWard Pall liall. English, 
not ofeher religion, middle-aged, scarred as it were by 
domestic tragedy, what had he to give her ? Only wealth, 
social pq^sition, leisure, admiration 1 It was much, but 
was % enough for a beautiful girl of twenty ? He felt so 
ignorant about Annette. He had, too, a curious fear of 
the French nature of her mother and herself. They know 
so well what they wanted. They w^re almost Forsytes. 
They v^juld never grasp a shadow and miss a substance ! 

The tremendous effort it was to write a simple note to 
Madame Lamotte when he reached his Club warned Mm 
still further tliat he was at the end of his tether. • 

” My dear Madame (lie sshd), — You will see by the 
enclosed newspaper cutting that I obtained my> decree of 
divorce to-day. By the English I^w I shall not, however, 
be free to mari^ till the decree is confirmed six 

months hence. In the meanwhile 1 have the honour to ask 
to be oonsiderol a formal suitor for the hand of your 
daughter. I shall write again in a few days and beg you 
both to come and stay at my river house. 

** I am, dear Madame, 

•* Sincerely yours, 

” Soames Forsyte.” 

Having sealed and posted this letter, he went into the 
dining-room. Three mouthfuls of soup convinced him 
that he could not eat ; and. causing a cab to be sum- 
moned, he drove to Paddington Station and took tlie first 
train to Reading. He reached his hoase just as the sun 
went down, and wandered out on to the lawn. The air 
was drenched with the scent of pinks and picotees in his 
flower-borders. A stealing coolness came on the river. 

Rest — peace I Let a poor f<^low rest I Let not worry 
and shame and anger chase like evil night-birds in his 
liead 1 Like those doves perched half-sleeping on .their 
dove-«ot, iike the furry creatures in the kroods on the far 
side, aijd the simple folk in their cottages, like the trees 
and tlM river itsdf, whitening fast in twihght. like the 
darkening cornflower-blue sky where stars wfere coming 
up-^'let liim cease from himsrlf, and rest. 
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CHAPTEIjlx 

PASSING OF AN A<JE 

The marriage of Soames with Annette took place in ^paris 
on the last day of January, iQoi, with* such privacy that 
not even Emily ^vas told until it was accomplished. The 
day after the wedding he brought her to one oi tliose 
quiet hotels in London where greater expense can' be 
incurred for less result than anywhere else under heaven. 
Her beauty in tlie best Parisian frocks was giving him 
more satisfaction than if he had adlectcd a perfecti)it of 
china, or a jewel of a picture*; he looked fon^’ard to tlie 
moment when he would exhibit her in Park Lane, in 
Green Street, and at Timothy's. • 

If some one had asked him in those days, " In con- 
fidence — are you in love wiHi this girl ? " he would have 
replied " in love ? What is love L If you mean do I feel 
to her is I did towards Irene in tnosc old daya^when I 
first met her and she would not havc^^^ ; wTien I sighed 
and starved after her and couldn’t rest a minute until she 
yielded — ^no 1 If you mean do I admire her youth and 
pretiiness, do ray senses ache a little when I see her 
moving about — yea 1 Do I think she will ket‘p me straight, 
make me a creditable wife and a good mother for my 
children ? — again, yes 1 What more do I need ? And 
what more do three-quarters of the women who are 
nltrried get from the men who marry them ? ” And if 
the inquirer had pursued his queiy, And do you Hunk 
it was fair to have tempted this girl to give herself to you 
for life unless you liave really touched her lieart ? ” he 
would have answered : •' Tife French s(;e these things 
differently from us. tfhey look at marriage from the point 
of view of establishq^ents and children ; and, from my 
own experience, I am not at all .sure that theirs is not the sen- 
sible view. 1 shall not expect this time moic than 1 can 
get, or she can give. Years hence I shouldn't be .surpriR<xi 
if 1 have trouble with her^ but I shall be getting old. 

I shalh have children by then. I shall shut my eyes. 1 
have had my gre&t passion ; hers is perhaps to come — 

1 don’t suppose itf will be for me. I offer her a grcij^deal, 
and I don’t ^^ect much in return, except children; or 
least a son.* But one thing I am sure of — she has very 
good sense I ** 
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And if, insatiate, th« inquirer had gone on, '* You do 
not look, then, for spiktual union in this marriage ? " 
Soames would have liftea his sideway smile, and rejoined : 
“ That’s as it may Ije. If I get satisfaction for my senses, 
perpetuation of myself, good taste and good humour iii 
the Ijouse, it is all I can expect at my age. I am not likely 
to be going out of* my way towards any far-fetched senti- 
mentajjsm.’* Whereon, the inquirer must in good taste 
h2(fye ceased inquiry. 

The Queen was dead, and the air of the greatest city 
upon earth grey with unshed tears. Fur-coated and'tfcop- 
hatted, with Annette beside him ^in dark furs, Soames 
crossed Park l^ane on the morning of the funeral proces- 
sion, to the rails in Hyde Park. Little moved though he 
ever was by public" matters, tliis event, suprttmely 
symbolical, this summing-up of a long rich period, im- 
pnjssed Jiis fancy. In '37, when she came to the throne, 
“ Superior Dosset " was stAl building liouses to make 
London hideous : and James, a stripling ofi twenty-six, 
just laying^the foundations of his practice in tlie Law. 
Coaches still ran^men w^ore stocks, shaved their upper 
lips, ate oysters out of barrels ; tigers " swung behind 
cabriolets ; wtimen said, “ La 1 " and owned no property ; 
there were manners in the land, and pigsties for the 
poor ; unhappy devils were hanged for little crime.s, and 
Dickens had but just begun to write. Well-nigh two 
generations had slipped by — of steamboats, railways, 
telegraphs, bicycles, electric Ugllt^ telephones, and now 
those motor cars — of such accumulated wealth, tliat eiglit 
per cent, had become three, and Forsytes were numbered 
by the thousand ! Morals had changed, manners had 
changed, men had become monkeys twice-removed. God 
had become Mammon — Miimmon so respectable as to 
deceive himself. Sixty-four years that favoured property, 
and had made tlie upper middV; class ; buttressed, 
chiselled, polished it, till it w'as almost indistinguishable 
in manners, morals, speech, appearance, habit, and soul 
from the nobility. An epoch^which had gilded individual 
liberty so that if" a man had money, he w'as free in law'knd 
fact, and if he had not money he w^as free in law and 
nothin fact. An era which had canoiAsed hypocrisy, so 
that fo seem to be respectable was to*be. A great Age, 
whose* transmuting influence nothing had escaped save 
the nature of man and the naturife of Uie Uni Verse. 

And to witness the passing of tins Age, London — its 
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pet alid fancy — was jxniriag forth her cuitens through 
every gate into Hvde Park, hu} of Victoritjusm. hap]^ 
Ifun ting-ground. «i Fon*vtes. fnder the pry 
whose drizzle just kept off, the couci^ury^ gathrftd 
to see the show. The “ go,Kl old “ Qtjet'n. full of wan 
and virtue, had cniergtxt fr«>m her serlu^i^n f<ir tf« U#t 
time to make a Undou holiday I*rom 
Acton, Ealing, Hampstead, Ishiigton and Ik*thn4l^t*rern . 
from Hacknev, Hornsev. I^'-vtonstone. ihttei-veii, ^mJ 
Fulham; and from tliose green pastures wiirr*‘ h.>rsv!es 
flourish— Mavfair and Kensington. St. James ,uwl IVi 
gravia, Riyswatcr and Chelsea and the Kegcnt Park, 
the people swarmed ^own on to tiie revads where^hMth 
would presently pass with dusky |iomp and pageantry 
Nevir again would a Queen reign l-mg, or jkH^ph* have 
a ch«'im'« to sec so minh hist«'rv buriMl s »r thou money 
A pitv tlie war dragg^xl on. anil that the Wreath of Vn t%fv 
could not be laid up<m her dhlhn 1 All else i^onld be tKerr 
follow and t.oTtunemorate— s-nh-n., Uttrv^n 


to 

princes, 


uw and (.onmicmorali— vnlwri, I'lreisn 
,*half-mastt<i bunting, t'toni; WK, .ifid «l»vf ad 
the sureinc, ureat, durk-i-Mtul <n«4 with jr: mp. » 
simple sadness here and there dei pm hearts liene.ilh lw<)i 
eli.thes put on by roRulation. Alter 
Oueen was Rome to l.n re a. a woman who had luavrd 
sorrow, hvetl well anil wiwly acairdniR to her iRhU 
Out in t!ic crowd sRamst tne t-uUnRS. with 

hooked in A!i!,ene\ Si.imes waiteil ^e»l the A«e was 

Wliat with *1111, Traile-rnionisni. and t.iUmr 
Hovhc of CA.mmous. witu c»?ntU 5 e»mi 


passing 
fiflUows in 


the 


lutimi and something lu the gmrral fed of cvrrv thing, 
not o K- exm"rs.<i in words things were vert . iHcrmt ; 
rher; lied the crowd On Mafekiiig night and t^-ig- 


he recalled the tr- 
Forsyte saying : 


Tlicv're ill ^Kh\hsX\ th-n* 


out 


Zds '■ SclametaS-amcsduln't know, hf '.ouMn UeH 

i-witii Eilvrard on tly throne ! Tilings womd -^rd 
Zltk: as nndar V.cey 1 O-i v he^ 
his young wile s arm. " m Uat . 

substantially Jus own, teal tlung 

sontetlung » ‘ ut and trvir.g to wanj 

once njore. rresscti ti w h -ni*- » n wd r#uml 

othem otf, Soa.ne»w,as «ho 

them, ate suidw^dics and ^ milhkry*. 

had clunbed the plant - it vk;/v posit umc . tiicy 

threw twigsf and ^ a httic brhmd 

sliould be coming soon ! .\n€. ‘ ^ 


F.S. 
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them to the left, he sawia tallish man with a soft i&t and 
short grissling beardi ana a tallish woman in a little round 
fur cap and veil. JoiyAi and Irene l^illaug, smiling at 
each other, close together like Annette and himself ! They 
had not seen him; and steaithily, with' a very queer 
feelinjg in his heart, Soames watched those two. They 
lookS happy 1 VWiat had they come here for — ^inherentlv 
illicit jreatures, rebels from the Victorian ideal ? What 
business had they in this crowd ? Each of tliem twice 
exiled by morality — ^making a boast, as it were, of love 
and laxity 1 He watched them fascinated ; admitting 
grudgingly even with his arm thrust through Annette’s 

that-^that she — Irene No ! hfe would not admit it ; 

and he turned his eyes aWay. He would not see them, 
and let the old bitterness, the old longing rise up Msithiii 
him I And then Annette turned to him and said ** " Those 
tvw people, Soames ; they know you, I am sure. Who 
arc they ? ** • 

Soames nosed sideways. 

** Whftt oeople } ^ 

" There, you sc^f^iiem ; just turning away. They know 
you.” 

” No," Soames answered ; ” a mistake, my dear." 

“ A lovely face 1 And how she walk 1 Elh est tres 
disHnguBe / 

, Soames looked then. Into his life, out of his life she 
had walked like that — swaying and erect, remote, un- 
seizable ; ever eluding the contact'of his soul ! He turned 
abiiuptly from that receding vision of the past. • 
You'd better attend," he said, ” they're coming now." 

But while he stood, grasping her arm, seemingly intent 
on the head of the procession, he was quivering with the 
sense of always missing sonlething, with instinctive regret 
that he had not got them both. » 

Slow came the music and the ma|^, till, in silence, tlie 
long line wound in through the Park gate. He heard 
Annette whisper, ” How sad it is and beautiful ! " felt 
the clutch of her hand as she, stood up on tiptoe ; and the 
crowd’s emotion gripped himr There it was — the bier of 
the Queen, coffin of the Age slow passing 1 And as,it went 
by there came a murmunng groan from all the long line 
01 those who watched, a sound such as«Soames had never 
hearcl^ so unconscious, primitive, deep and wild, that 
neither he nor any knew whether they hhd joined in 
uttering it. Strange sound, indeed ! Tribute of an Age 
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to its own death, . , . Ah ! .%|i ! Tht> KrtW ah ut 
slipped. Tiut whirh had ^^enifd eiemai gone^ 
Tlie Qjeei-*Gtd bless her i ^ * 

It moved on with the bier, thi# trav-l!:- g; r sm <w 
a are moves on over rasi m a thiu Ime ; it k>’p! -rjj and 
marclK^ aloncisaio dou-n the de;.‘-e, rf..ud<i mtl# after 
roue. It was a human !k>iind. amt yet Uiinjman, pr.shfd 
out by animal siil>:uiisnt>us;icj*«, bv mum.iSc 
of univ’crsal death ard ciiange. Nune ol U9 >~hooim oi 
us can hold on (<ir ev^r ! 

f! left silence for a hnle-~a ven* Uttl-* tim^ till b^nffne^ 
began, eai'cr to retp^ve intcre, i }<«} the .<»h.)w i vunes 
lingered just enough Uj gr.tt'v Annette, then 
her out ol tlio i’ark to lunUi ai his latijcr'i m Park' 
Lano. ... * 


Jame^ had spent llie mornintf ga/iug out of hw M 
room window. Tlie Ixst vh .w no would Um ol sf.» 
many} So she \\x% gone I Wrll. .^he gfttmg an oM 
woman ^ Swithin and iic had MTn<^er lftm1lerl-^..^,hm «<hp 
of a girl, not s-u old as I She h,ul rot my stout 

of Lite. Jolyon and he h/d seen tkt* murned to that 
German ciiap. her hu^band'—he nad turned out all right 
before he died, and left her wit a ih.it wm bf hn ^ld he 
remembered the manv evenings hir and hi* brothers and 
their cronies had waggl'd their hnah over thru wine and 
walnuts and that feiivw in his salad And nf/w he lud* 
tome to the throne. They said hr iud »tradn*d down— < 
he didn't kn<nv — eouidn't trill fir'd nuke the money 
still, he .slumldn't wor.drr. Wiul a lot of }»fT>plr*ont 
there I It didn't seem »i» veiv lyiig since tic and bwdhin 
stood in the crowd out'^idc VVe>tfnn.'.t*'f Ablv-y when tfi** 
was crowned, and Swiihm h.id taken him t«» < rruvUTiie 
afterwards— rackety chap. Swithin ; no. it dnl.n't inwn 
much longer ago than julhlce Vear, when Itr tad y itmd 
with Roger in nmting a bctlc^my m RKradilh' jolyon. 
Swithin. Roger fdl gone, and he would l>e ninety in 
August 1 And there wjw Spumes framed again to a 
French ^rl. The French w«re a cjum lot, but tf ry made 
gooli mother*, he had heard. Thi.'igs changed I Tliey »aid 
this Gemum Emoelor was here (or the funcrid. hif tek'- 
gram to old Krfjgcr lud been ui isii rking tuin* He 
Sjoulda’t be surpA^^d if that chap made iroabl# d*f 
Change 1 H'm *. V*eH. they mt*it look after th»ai*ei»i* 
wb« waS gone., he dub't ioiow where U’d im f And 
new jinilv had ask**d D .rtu IrmcK, with Winifred *rui 
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Imogen, to meet Soam^* wife — she was always 'doing 
something. And there was Irene hving with that fellow 
Jolyon, they said. He'd marry her now* he supposed. • 

" My brother Jolyon," he thought, " wjiat would he 
have said to it all ? " And somelfow the utter impossibility 
of knowing what lijs eider brother, once so looked up to, 
would have said, so worried Tames that he got up from 
his phakr by the window, and oegan slowly, feebly to pace 
the croom. 

" She was a pretty thing, too," ihe thought ; " I^as 
fond of her. Perhaps Soames didn't suit her — I o^fei’t 
know-pri can’t tell. We never had j.ny trouble with our 
wives." Women had change.d — evet^hing had changed 1 
An4 now the Queen was dead — ^well, there it was I A 
movement in the crowd brought him to a standstill aA the 
wiijpow, his nose touching the pane and whitening from 
the chill of it. They had got her as far as Hyde Park 
Comer — ^they were passing 'now I Why didn't Emily 
come up here where shf could see, instead of fussing about 
lunch. He <missed her at that mcmient — ^missed her 1 
Through the bar<r blanches of the plane-trees he could 
just see the procession, could see the hats coming off the 
people’s head&~~a lot of them would catch colds, he 
shouldn't wonder I A voice behind him said : 

" You've got a capital view here, James ! " 

' " There you are I ” muttered James ; " why didn't you 

come before ? You might have mi.ssed it 1 " 

And he was silent, staring with ^11 his might. 

Wliat's the noise ? " he asked suddenly. 

" There's no noise," returned Emily ; " what are you 
thinldng of ? — they w^ouldn't cheer." 

" I can hear it." 

" Nonsense, James t " 

No sound came through tliose double panes ; what 
James heard was the groaning in his own heart at sight 
of his Age passing. 

" Don’t you ever tell me where I'm buried," he said 
suddenly. I shan't want to know." And he turned from 
the window. There she went, the old Queen ; she’d liad 
-a lot of anxiety — ^she'd be glad to be out of it, he ehould 
think ) ' 

* Emily took up the hair brushes. 

" There’ll be just time to brush your head," she said, 
" before they come. You must look your bdst, James." 

" Ah I " muttered James ; " they ^y she’s pretty." 
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ing?^ I supp,^? IM j,.„ luve a g.,xl^to«. 

.rrin 1 ^^’ *?y. RTex-liti licF from w hom ho h 'pxl {,it t 
grandson of his name ^ 

Gxfzinu at him. so <>1,1, thin, white, and tiess Aj n-tte 

ulid^hTuxi ^ 

Soames^ ring the U II ; we n.,uH h>r t^at , h.ii» 
Uartic, Jiut jiist tlten they arnveiL l»xxrtn^had 
to go out of iiL. way U, mv " the old girl " With au rarlv 
fo<ktail l)t\sHle Inin, he Ijad taken a *' fh»fn the 

Mnokmg-nxmi «»1 the l.v/'nim, .vi that Wi.mIjmI ;inti lm*.'ecn 
had been obliged to eume hitk from Uie I 'ark to fr-tth 
him thence. Hi.^ limwn eves risiid on Annette with a 
stare of almost starthd s.iu»*f.i<;tion. The sn-.rul tieautv* 
tliat fellow Swine;, h^ifi pKktd up f What w^men oadd 
scf^in him I Weli. she would play l»m the mtuc Uai^as 
tlie other, no doubt : but in ti;e me.mtime he waji a hit kv 
devil ! Ant! he bru>h>'ii up his moustache, having in nine 
months of Gnvn >’rr‘f reg^uneti aim vt all 

his flesh and hi*- a-Mir.vncc# iVspite the aimhfrt.;i.bl<r- 
efforts of Emilv. o-imj>*:a»re, iiapnrtng 

friendlinrti.>.. Dariic’s .showing-ofl, xind Jamni' n-tliMturle 
about her hxd, it wa4^not, frit, a swart/dui lunch 

for his hndc. He*tCK^k her away very mmi, 

" Ti;at MWfur Dartic,’* fraid Annette in the cab, 
'*je^n’at4u: pjs u tvpe^k!** 

“ No, by Ciforge 1 ’’ said Sxamc*. 

** Ythir sister i%vcr*v aniMblr, and the girl t 9 pr|ltv. 
Your f.ith'.;r is veree old. I think your mother loa WoubU 
with him ; 1 should not like to be her ** 

Soames n^ded at the shrewdnest, the clear tuird 
judgment in his yoftng wife ; b4t it disquieted httn a link 
The thought may have |u»t flashed through him. too 
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“ When I’m eighty she’ll be fifty-five, having trouble 
witli^me I ” V • 

“ There’s just one other house of my felations I must 
take you to," he sai<f’ ; " you'll(find it funny, but we must 
getnt over ; and then we’ll dine and go to the theaJtre." 

In^this way ho prepared her for Timothy’s. But 
Timothy’s was different. They were delighted to see dear 
SoameS after this long, long time ; and so tliis was 
Anliette 1 

" You are so pretty, my dear ; 'hlmost too youri^nd 
pretty for dear Soames, aren't you ? But he's very 

attenuve and careful — such a good husb ” Aunt 

Juley checked herself, and placed her lips just under each 
of ^ Annette's eyes — she afterwards described them to 
Francie, who dropped in, as : " Comflower-Jblufe, so 

pretty, I quite wanted to kiss them. I must say dear 
Soames is a perfect connoiss^r. In her French way, and 
not so very French either, I think she's as pretty — ^though 
not so distinguished, tlot so alluring-^s Irene. •'Because 
she was alluring, wj^n’t she ? with that white skin and 
those dark eyes, dna that hair, coleur de — ^what was it ? 
I always forget." 

*' Peuille morte,” Francie prompted. 

" Of course, dead leaves — so strange. I remember when 
I was a girl, before we came to London, we had a foxhound 
puppy — ^to ‘ walk ' it was called then ; it had a tan top 
to its head and a white chest, and beautiful dark brown 
ey^, and it was a lady," • 

" Yes, auntie," said Francie, " but I don’t see the 
connection." 

" Oh ! " replied Aunt Juicy, rather flustered, " it w'as 

so alluring, and her eyes aad hair, you know " She 

was silent, as if surprised in some Indelicacy. " Feuille 
morU,*‘ she added suddenly ; " Hester—do remember 
that I " . . . 

Considerable debate took place between the two sisters 
whether Timothy should or should not be summoned to 
see Annette. **• 

" Oh, don’t bother I ’’ said Soames. 

' " But it’s no trouble, only of cours's Annette’! being 

French might upset him a little. He was so scared about 
Fa^oda. I tliink perhaps we had better not run the risk, 
Hester. It’s nice to have her all to ourselves, isn't it ? And 
how are you, Soames ? Have you quite %ot over your—’’ 

Hester interposed hurriedly : 



'* do you think of Unifr^n. Anr-i ttc ' ' 

Soam^, disgiiieied. Mv:?".*,-! riic remv* h ta;::'' 
dDmposed : “Ojjfi ikr.owL lh»v<rv* J*r^ 

He had nevet venuiri-d t* JTt‘-\sk her oi*. ti.c 
of the restaurant. The hriSiich nad d;«< rent .»U ut 

gentiJity, and to shnnk frum tc'iinr- ti-^is ^v^!J st igiijfl:!.! 
iicem to her riduiulous ; he had v%.iifrd f t I'*' d 

before mentionijig it ; and now he vvi>hed hv fiatj; t 
" And what part do you kinw bu»l ' " Shod Aunt jujJ’V 
*' ^lo " said Annette simply 
Sprues snapi>cd hi.s jaw. 

'* Soho ? *’ repealed Aunt JuW ; '* S«>ho ^ 

'‘That'll go round \he timily.” thoudit St*.ones* 

“ It's very French, and inlfre^UnK ' «»* i^od 
“ \es,'' murmured Aunt Juicy, “ )wur I ncle K“rf 
had some hou.v^s there once; he w*4s uhvav* havnii^^t" 
turn the tenants oiJt 1 rctnemUu " 

Soames changed the l»» Ma)'hdu:h.'oti 

" Of cour^»." ixud Aunt luley, *' vull If i.; d wu 
there sodii to settle *n VSe arc alls; t 

the time when Annette has a <lccir l^llv 

“Juleyl" cned Aunt Hester d<-i«.Tately * n;,g 

tea I " * 

Soames dan.^d not watt for tea. and v^>k Ai-u^ Me ..auv 
" I shouldn't mention S>ho if 1 weir vwu. m 

the Gvh. " It's rather a shady ix^rt r.j F mdoti . a'.U s wu c*- 
altogether above that resuuranl l>u^i:t‘vs uon* , i uu 
he added. " I want yf»u to know mce pe<;j»!e. and lae 
Enfli.slt are fearful snob^/’ . , , , . 

i^mette's clear cyc;> opened ; a hlt.c hunie on 

hps. 

" A'es ? " she said. ^ ^ 

thoug2*i Soames* tnat s nruvnt hu »• 

.and he looked at her hard. ^ 

instincts," he though^ ' I m.*k^ h r * 

here, .Annette! it’s very simpie. <mlv it 

undeSli..?: Ourproh-.^vn.l .«d 

tliink themselves a cut j' i,;,, ,.„:re «l n. 

of courge the very nch. U ^ t i?. yg^M 

you see. It isn't atvisab!.: in ,,, ,a,v 


t^at you ran a ten credtuhSC 

land of kie o"t. don't Juw. . 

but it puts aVjrt <4 ..u ■ 

good tone, or meet sneft m« 
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I sae/* said Annettj ; “ it is the same in FrafTce/* 

** Oh ! ’* murmhrcd Soames, at once relieved and taken 
aba6k. “ Of course, dais is everythin g,Yeally.'‘ 

" Yes," said Annftte ; " comme vous etes sage” 

" That's all right," thought 'Soames, watching her lips, 
" <#njy she’s pretty cynical." His knowledge of Frencfc was 
nob yet such as td make him grieve that she had not said 
He slipped his arm round her, and murmured with 
art' effort : 

*' Et vous iies ma belle femme” ^ ^ 

Annette went off into a little fit of laughter. 

" Oh, non ! ” she said. " Oh, non ! ne paries pas 
Frai^ais, Soames. What is that^old lady, your aunt, 
looking forward to ? " 

*;3oames bit his lip. " God knows ! " he said ; she's 
always saying something ; " but he knew better than 
Gbd. 

tHAPTER XI.. 

. c 

SUSPENDED ANIMATION 

The war dragged on. Nidiolas had been heard to say 
that it would cost three hundred millions if it cost a penny 
before tliey’d done w'ith it 1 The income-tax was seriously 
threatened. Still, there would be South Africa for their 
money, once for all. And though the possessive instinct 
felt badly shaken at three o'clock in the morning, it 
recoverea by breakfast-time witli the recollection that 
one gets nothing in this world without paymg for it. So, 
on the whole, people went about their business much as 
if there were no war, no concentration camps, no slippery 
de Wet, no feeling on the Continent, no anything un- 
pleasant Indeed, the attitude of the nation was typified 
Dy Timothy's map, whose animation was suspended — for 
Timothy no longer moved the flags, and they could not 
move themselves, not even .backwards and forwards as 
they should have done. * 

Suspended animation went further ; it invaded i^orsyte 
'Change, and produced a general unceftainty as to what 
was going to happen next. The announcement in the 
hxarnage column of The Times, " Jolyon Fors 3 rte to Irene, 
only daughter of the late Professor Hemn," hhd occasioned 
doubt whether Irene had oeen justly described. And yet. 
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on tfte whole, relief was felt tiuU ihr- iia^ not U en tutrtni 
as “ Irene, late- the wife," or the d»vt'ri'<xl wife*' of 
'^Soames Forsyte.” AltrRotlu'r* there had Urn a kird 
of sublimity Ir^m tlic lirst aU?ul th# w.;v the fAimlv ind 
taken tiiat " affair." As James had phrA^e<i it " u* it 
\vas*f" No use to fuss! Nothin}? hud out <^\d 
mitting that it had been a “nasty jar " — tn the phuseol^^* 
of the day. • , 

But what would hapjvn now that bcdti .S. sanies #nd 
jol^^ were married •g.un ^ That w.i-^ verv 
Ge<)rge was known to hive hud Hustuce m\ to four m a 
little Jolyon before ajitth' S(«aines C*<s)rKc was ’ 

It was rumoured, tw. th.it hg and IXinu* had a l»et aa to 
whether James would attain the age of ninety. th»|yiii!a 
whicHof them had l)ack<tl James no ktsew. 

Early May, Winifrnl came Vourul to mv tliat ^'al 
had been wttunded in the le^; by a s|H*nl bullet, and wa*' 
to be discharged. Ills wife was nursing him He wsmld 
have a Ultli* limp— nothing to srHi§k oi He w^ntnl lu-< 
grandfather to buv Him a fann out thep- wl#re he o.idd 
breed horses. Her father was giving^h lly eight hwinlod 
a V^hr, so they cvuild be cpnle coinh'rtable, bcfauw hi 
grandfather would give Val five, he had s.dtl but as b' 
the farm, he didn’t know— couldn't teii ; he didn t want 
Val to go throwing away his niMuev. ^ 

“ But you know/' said VViiairea, he must do si me 

^^Aunt Hester though! that pi-rhaps his dear 

w'af wi.se, because if iic didn't buy a farm it onddn t thru 

But Val loves horses," said Winifred ’ It <1 1^' 
%ey thought that fiorsf ., were ven* ur ceft.w«, 
" he Uk. after 

“Aunt Juicy -‘f”- .'/’.rW?::/" 1-1 

his saying that he oupiit to g<> tnto 

Aunt Hester chftned in : - M not W ^ «S 

it was mucU,better for the young people «o 1* 
not run any risk a* their ssr* , ^ |.,.,Mlan. 

“ Well,” said Winifred, n *“*> 
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perhaps ; in London it*s< amusing to do nothing. But out 
ther^^ of course, he’ll simply get bored to death.” ^ 
Aunt Hester thought fiiat it would beNnice for him to 
work, if he were quitte sure not to lose by'it. It was not 
as if they had no money. Timothy, of course, had done so 
wep ^y retiring. , Aunt Juley wanted to know ^hat 
M<mtague had said. 

Wnifred did not tell her, for Montague had merely 
remarked : ” Wait till the old man dies.” 

At this moment Francie was annoimced. Her eyes^ere 
brimming with a smile. 

” \Jfell,” she said, ” what do you think of it ? ” 

** Of what, dear ? ” 

;ijn The Times this rooming.” 

” We haven't seen it, we always read it after dif^ner ; 
Tiuftothy has it till then.” 

Francie rolled her eyes. 

” Do you think you ought to tell us ? ” said Aunt Juley. 
” What it ? ” c ' 

” Irene’s had a son at Robin Hill.’^ 

Aunt Juicy drew ifi her breath. ” But,” she said, ” they 
were only married in March I ” 

” Yes, Auntie ; isn’t it interesting ? ” 

” Well,” said Winifred, ” I'm glad. I was sorry for 
Jolyon losing his boy. It might have been Val.” 

Aunt Juley seemed to go into a sort of dream. 

” I wonder,” she murmured, ” y^’hat dear Soames wnll 
think ? He had so wanted to have a son liimself., A 
little bird has always told me that.” 

” Well,” said Winifred, ” he’s going to— bar accidents.” 
Gladness trickled out of Aunt Juley's eyes. 

** How delightful ! ” she ^said. ” When t ” 

November.” 

Such a lucky month! But she did wish it could be 
sooner. It was a long time for James to wmt, at his age I 
To wait ! They dreaded it for Jamfc, but they were 
used to it themselves. Indeed, it was their great dis- 
traction. To wait 1 For The^Times to read ; for one or 
other of their nieces or nepliews to come in and cheer 
• them up ; for nOw^ of Nicholas’ health ^ for that decision 
of Christopher’s about going on the stage ; for information 
concerning tlie mine of Mrs. MacAnder’i nephew ; for the 
doctor to come about Hester’s inclination to ^vake up early 
in the morning ; for boobt from the hbrary which were 
alvrays out ; for Timothy to have a cold ; for a nice quiet 
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day. not too hot, whfn th«v a.uUI t..k^ ton. in 
Kei^n^on Gwlens. To wait, 'one «>. (•.'.(!. i.tJe il the 
Aoartt m the ^uvir,.i»-ruom, tg the cUk 
to stake; thfeir thm veinixl, kaa.-k! .t i,;™ .- 

knitting -needles ;iiid crot^liei hor theiir i*,'.;: <rd<irxi v* 
stQ^— like Can ut c 's wa - i n >m a n v I at i ! . * i d a • « , - 
in colour. To wait in tiunr bluk Mlk^ oc s.o.,t,N f Jt . 
Court to say tlut Hester iiUKht \um: luf d.vrk VmI 
Jnley her darker inartKtn. To wait, si^.wiv 

nnnds the htth* a» •! v v 
ev^rfts and exix-'ctancies. of their little tiiudv w* .^v 
cows chew patient cud?, in a faimiiar Jield. And tia et u 
event was so well warth waiting fur t> 'anil's had -JH.u i , 
been tlieir pet, wilJi his tendenev to give them out .s 
*ind,Jiis almost weekly Visit- whnh tlm* no *’!•! j.«- ifwt* ;; 
andliistiiecd fur their sympathy. rvi'k d hv the air k a 
his first marriage. Tins new event- the hath • 1 r'l*,*,;;, 
t<; Soaines — was so impurUaint for him. and I a !„i .h.o 
father, toev that James might not itav*' to ih'* m :* . an 
some cartainty ali^u things J»^ies dul >> 4i v su 
certainty; and with Montague, t.t^rwuis' 
feel really siitislied to leave nograi (hluMom l^ut ? 

Darties. After all, (*ne's own name did uair t ’ 

James' ninetictli hirthd-iy ncaied they v^id' 
precautions he \ias taking He uould W thr 
Forsytes to rea*'h that .tgc. and set, as it 
standard in holding on to life TJiat wa.s -. f m > 
they felt, at tluir ages eight \ -v/ven and * 
tJiftugh they did nut waftt tu tl::nk <f thuuMb- > 
they had Timothy, wlm Wits not yet enjhu two t'- 
of. There was, of cour:>e, a better wi rid hi ua- i . 
house are many mansions" was one of Aunt 1 
favourite sayings — it alwav c».mf'irted h^ r v! 
sug.gestion orhoiise^rupTty, wha^h h.u! nv- h' thr h 
of dear Roger. The Hibic wa.s, n iteMt, a 
and on very fine iiiir.tSiys there was t hun h i; h e tt, t , 
and sometimes Juley would st-.d ir.p> Jim. t. 
when shp was sure he was out at d |u>t piA ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Teftament casually arnonj# the U.-. k • v<n **!' ht'.i- t ni- 

he wi^ a great re, .dor. of <o';rsc, I aiag U'*p' *»• p- *> ^ 

But wie had numced that Huv t.,v w.i., 
dinner afterw.ird*. And Smithrr KaI t-.d hei . 

once that she had picked t> ^'ks the oi « 

room. StUlfwith ail that, tnevdKih*':th.uhr,A. r*.o . 

not be quite so cosy as t^u,” rooms m umoi luty woo 


.id < • 

:.r %v ‘ 

,\; d . 

r w, . 
' d , { I 


Sr 'A 
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Timothy had been waiting so long. Aunt Hester, especially, 
could not bear the*thou^t of the exertion. Any change, 
or rafher the thought of « change^for jShere never was^ 
any — always upset hej very much. Aunt J^l^y* who had 
more spirit, sometimes thought it would be quite exciting ; 
she so enjoyed that visit to Brighton the year ebar 
Susin aied. But tllfen Brighton one knew was nice, and 
it was so difficult to tell what heaven would be like, so 
on the ^hole she was more than content to wait. 

Oft tlie morning of James* birthday, August th^th, 
they felt extraordinary animation, &d little notes pl8»ed 
between them by the hand of Smither while they were 
having' breakfast in tlieir beds. Smither must go round 
and take their love and littlfe presents and find out how 
Mr^James was, and whether he had passed a good ijjght 
with all the excitement. And on the way bacl* would 
Smittier call in at Green Street — ^it was a little out of her 
way, but she could take the ^ bus up Bond Street after- 
wards ; it would be a nice little change for he’* — and ask 
dear Mrs. Dartie to b^ sure and look ,m before she went 
out of town.’^ , 

All this Smither did — an undeniable servant trained 
many years ago under Aunt Ann to a perfection not now 
procurable, 1^. James, so Mrs. James said, had passed 
an excellent night, he sent his love ; Mrs. James had said 
he was very funny and had complained that he didn't 
know what all the fuss was about. Oh I and Mrs, Dartie 
sent her love, and she would come to tea. 

Aynts Juicy and Hester, rather hurt tliat their presents 
had not received special mention — they forgot every year 
tliat James could not bear to receive presents, “ throwing 
away their money on him,” as he always called it — ^were 
*' delighted ; ” it showed that James w^as in good spirits, 
and that was so important for him. ,And they began to 
wait for Winifred, She came at fmjr, bringing Imogen, 
and Maud just back from school, sind ” getting sueffi a 
pretty girl, too,** so, that it was extremely difficult to ask 
lor news about Annette. Aunt Juley, however, suijnmoned 
courage to inquire whether Wirifred had heard anjiihiug, 
and if Soames was anxious. ^ 

^ Uncle Soames is always anxious. Auntie,’* interrupted 
Imogen ; ” he can*t be happy now he's rot it.** 

The words struck famihariy on Aunt juley’s ears. Ah I 
yes ; that funny drawing of George's, wffich hud noi been 
shown them 1 But what did Imogen mean ? That her 
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unde always wanted more than he^couU have f It wm 
not at all nice to think hke that. • 

» Imofjon’s vo*te rose tlear ai^j clipi^l : % 

*' Imugine 1^' Annette's only tvkn ve.ir> older ih.m me • 
It must be awfjil for ljer,^i;uncd tB I ink* 

^int Juicy lifted her lunds in hx>rr«.r, * 

My dear," siie said, y«>n don's know uliAt*\'wu're 
talking about. Your Uncle Soames is a matih for 4nv* 
body. He’s a very clever nun, and gruxl lo- iftr.j; .aj d 
wea^hy, and most considerate and cuielul. and not at *U 
old^^nsidering everfiiinig,” 

Imogen, turning her ]ui>cious g* inre from one to I lie 
other of the “ old dtars,” only Miuh d. • 

“ I hope," said Aunt JuWy quite sevtrely, " that 
will marry as g»X)d a m^an.'* ” mm 

shan't marry a gtK»d man. Aiinfip," murn'.\S"l 
Imogen ; " they’ri* dull ' % 

" If you go on like tni, /4 fe’pbrd Aunt julev, stdl x -i v 
mucli ups^t, "you won’t n.arry anshniv VVrd 
not pursue the subject ; " and itrniug to VVwnhrd, sbe 
said : " How is >nUgue > " • 

That evening, wlole they were waiting for dinurr. fclie 
murmured ; , 

" I've told Smither to pet up half a of tlse «wrei 
champagne, Hester. 1 ihii.k we ougta lo dni.k il'Vir 
J;imc,s’ health, and — and the hf.Jth of SMinrs' wd^' . 
only, let’s keep Ilut quite sciret 111 just s.iv like iJo*, 
' And vou know, Hcst^ir 1 ' and then we ll dru»k It nn^j*i 


ujiset Timotliv." * 

" It's more likely to up«t us," s.iid Aunt Hester But 
we must, 1 supj>ost‘ ; for such lui orrasi fn 

" Yes," said Aunt Juicy rapturously. " d nan . 

Only fancy if he has a dear^itllc Ixjy, to carry tfir f.^n.nv 
on I I do feel it so important, now that Irene ha^h.ul a 
s^m. Winifred sa\% George is calling Jolyui ' The 
Decker.’ because oflus three Hnuhr-,, v<*u ki«* w J 
is droll. And fancy ! Irene is hvmg after all m tl« h-usfl 
Soames had built for Uiem both If dtars hatd m 
dear Sokmes and he’s alw^tys U-n s.) ter-d vr ’ 

That night in bed. cxcit<^ and a little Uusn^d still bv her 
glass*bf wine an^ the secrecy of the 

witli her pravcr^bfK>k openii dat and her eyai hw m 
a ceiling followed by the light from her 
Youne things I It was so nice for them aiJI And 
would be so haj^y if she cbiild see dear flippy 
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But, of course, he must be now, in spite of what Imogen 
had said. He would have all that he wanted ; property, 
and witfe, and cluldren ! ^d he would liv-te to a green old* 
age, like his dear father, and forget all about Irene and 
that dreadful case. l\ only she^- herself could be here to 
buyjiis children their first rocking-horse ! Smither sli^ld 
cho&e^it for her at the .stores, nice and dappled. Ah ! how 
Rog£r used to rock her until siie fell ofl t Oh derU I that 
wasa lolig time ago I It was I " In my Father's house are 

mans* mansions '* A little scrattling noise caught her 

ear — “ but no mice I she thought mechanically I'^l'he 
noise increased. There 1 it was a mouse I How naughty 
of Smither to say there wasn't I •It would be eating 
through the wainscot before they knew where they were, 
andi^ey would have to have/ the builders in. They were 
such destructive things !. And she lay, with her eye/'just 
movkig, following in her mind that little scrattling sound, 
and waiting for sleep to release her from it. 


(JriAPTER XII 

BIRTH OF A FORSYTE 

SOAMES walked out of the garden door, crossed the lawn, 
stood on the path above the river, turned round and 
walked back to the garden door, w'ithout having realised 
that, he had moved. The sound of wheels crunching t^e 
drive convinced him that time had passed, and the doctor 
gone. What exactly, had he said ? 

“ This is the position, Mr. Forsyte. I can make pretty 
certain of her life if I operate, but the baby will be born 
dead. If I don't operate, the baby wdl most probably be 
bom alive, but it's a great risk for the mother — a ^eat 
risk. In either case I don't think* sh^ c<m ever have 
another child. In her state she obviously can’t decide for 
herself, and we can’t wait for her mother. It’s for you to 
make the decision, while I'm'^etting what's n^essary. 
1 shall be back within the hour." 

* * The decision I What a decision 1 No time to *get a 
specialist down I No time for anything I 
The sound of wheels died away, but ^mes still stood 
intent ; then, suddenly covering his eaig, he walked back 
to the river. To come before its time nke this, with no 
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chairce to foresee not even io gtt lirr mother 

here I It was for her moUicr w luakt tS..: cieiuvn. ar;<J 
isshe couldn't arrive ffom It t 4 iv h« 

could have ur(ferbto<»d the d et ”, xm: 

niceties, so as to be isf w. h the 

pijBlierly ; but they were Greik tu M?n 
problem to a l.iyrnan. And v* t ht wi< i He 

brought his hniid away from ius t*rv'w wk ta ,4; th* .nr 
was chilly. These sounds hu li came fr* ns hei 
go back there would only make it more dnia nit lii’fiiujit 
beialin, cleiir. On ftic one hand hie. ne-ijiv c« su»u, of 
his young wife, death quite certasn. of hss t ishl , a> d-- 
no more children aft%r\^«trds ! On the oth'*f, ftrkap 
of his wife, nearly certain/hfe ivt tlse Uald , at.d— n** 
more children altcfw. jtK ! K to < hiH «>e • , 

rainid J:his last fort{.u;ht-~tht‘ nyt r w.is very h 11 ur.d m 
the water, collected ruusid fh«‘ little h i** at m •u bv 
his landing-stage, were ni..iM' h* ives U. r.- th^ w . .hn^ve 
brought 00 bv a frtAt l/^tve.s fell. Ine^ un:?M, . 
De.'Uh I* To deud«.aboiit death t ^ml him 

a hand. Life lost lust lor L. t f »? C that 

vou could keep ; for, li U vvent. vou tooh:!. i i «i 0 • 

It left you btirc, like tuo.,f tiees when iw. th.n 
leaves; barer and barer until you. 
came down. And. by a queer somrrs,u,.i *4 tu 
seemed to see not Annette Inng up V ' 1 1 ', 
window-pane on whuh the sun via-, so r I < 1 ^ 

Ivinc in iheir bcdrt>oiri in Montjvdirr bqu. rr a. 
c«nceivably have been her ^ 

Would he have he,-ut ited ih-n . N ;« 1 ' « ; 

operate ! Make cena„. .,1 )..r ^ N., , ;> 

instinctive cry f'^r help in M ^ ^ 

then that she did not lovetlnm ' iP.v - ^ a. , r’te ! 

was notliing overmastering in .r'K^r Ud 

Many times ^ -d vvm! bhf U.'d.iviih 

been growing vet 

of her own. was selfish » ' J ' ?; * ri ,k *' I 

orettvl What would she -h 

L^iw'shc wants the child., ‘ 
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himself and see what he ought to do ? The thougat jiurx 
him, then lost edge} as if it had come in contact with a 
breas1$>late. Out of oneself! Impos^ble ! , Out into sound-' 
less, scentless, touchlep, sightless space ! The very idea 
was ghastly, futile ! And touching there the bedrock of 
reality, the bottom of his Forsyte spirit, Soames rented 
for i diomcnt. Whtn one ceased, all ceased ; it might 
go osn, but there ’d be nothing in it ! 

He lobked at his watch. In* half an hour the doctor 
would be back. He must decide ! If against the oper^ion 
and she died, how face her mother knd the doctor after- 
wards ? How face his own conscience ? It was Ais child 
that shfe was having. If for the opeilition — then he con- 
demned them both to childlessness. And for what else 
liacMet; married her but to have ^ lawful heir ? And his 
father — at death’s door,, waiting for the news ‘^t's 
cruel he thought; “ I ought never to have such a 
tiling to settle 1 It's cruel ! 'A He turned towards the 
house. Some deep, simple way of deciding ! He took out 
a coin, and put it back*. If he spun it,, he knew h6 would 
not abide by*what capie up ! He went into the dining- 
room, furthest away from that room whence the sounds 
isued. The doctor had said there was a chance. In here 
that chance seemed greater ; the river did not flow, nor 
the leaves fall. A fire was burning. Soames unlocked 
the tantalus. He hardly ever touched spirits, but now he 
pbured himself out some whisky and drank it neat, craving 
a faster flow of blood. “ That fellow Jolyon," he thought ; 
" he had children already. He has the woman I really 
loved ; and now a son by her I And I — I'm asked to 
destroy my only child I Annette can’t die ; it's not 
possible, ahe's strong I " 

He was standing sullenly fat the sideboard when he 
heard the doctor’s carriage, and went o,ut to him. He had 
to wait for him to come downstairs. 

Well, doctor ? “ 

** The situation's the same. Have you decided ? ” 

*' Yes," said Soames ; '* don't operate 1 " 

** Not ? You understand — ^tha risk’s great ? " 

In Soames 's set face nothing moved but the lips. , 

* •'* You said there was a chance ? " t 
" A chance, yes ; not much of one." . 

"«Ybu*»say the baby must be bom dead if you 
do ? " 

" Yes." 
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'* Do you still think th.:t in any ihe can't h a-* 
another ? " . ^ • 

^ “ One can't absolutely sufc. but ni 'st un!^ >'iv ’ 
She’s strghg/' said Soames : ‘iwe*!l take r^k ’ 
The doctor looked at liim very gravely. It s - u v 
^h«liiders,'’ he said ; " with my own wde. I t- ••.i: i-: * ' 
Soames' chin jerked up as if somc^uie h.ul hit jfni 
“ Am 1 of any use up there ? " he asked • 

“ No :* keep away." • * * 

*'ii shall be in ni^' picture gallery, tlicn ; you kr.t w 
\vh2re." 

The doctor nodded, and went upstairn, 

Soames continueif to stand listening Hs’ tlJls time 
to-morrow, " he thought, may have hci th'.uh <>j’, nn 
hands." No I it was i^nfaiV—m'onstrnuH, to put 
wav ! €iiHcnness dropped on him again, a; d hr «*** t up 
to the gallery. He .stood at the \und->w The 
in the north ; it was culdf clear ; very bine k“. 
ragged wliite clouds cliasmg across ; tn- rivr r biue J-*- 
through the screemof goldciiiiiK . iii- '' xS ■'!> n* ■> 
with colour, glowing, burnished-#! ,-;ii)v pH'uun K i. 
were his own li/c, would he be fciku.g t ..it ti'S ^ > '• 
she'd take the risk of losing me," he ilunit.i' . ^ 
lose her child ! She doesn t re-ilty low mo Np-y ■ 
one expect— a girl and ^rench ' fiic "rn ' 

vital to them both, vi^ to their 
futures, was a child ! " I’ve hoe" p'',' \ I 

he thought, •' I'll lioW on-lmld on. I'e" ’ • 
klcping both — a clmncc ! ’’ One kepi till thtMis » < J . 
-one Rurally kept 1 h!. k-K w ‘ > 

fort“ 

gold hair which looked likeiUmeiib <■( , „ 

§ttle golden monster she w^ ’^*7: ‘p;. .*,V; 

at this tortured n^oment he cindi P«_t * 

oidinaty natur.kof the bargain he ...ul m.«h ■ ■ ^ 

quality of the table, the ,( .,u 

Sie absorbed expression f'” '* , , 

nfrnts of her hair, the bnphi g - ^ 

Collating pictures ; ♦•v t.n ti.«- 

if_ 1 He tuificd his tok at^ru ‘.n V, 

went to the win^io^. Some of sirrtrku i: 

their per^es siniigM ^ 

wingsintfte wind. In^e cte ^ f making a fi mg 

ness almost fla^^ied. The> 
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liieroglyphic against the sky. Annette fed the doves; 
it was pretty to set her. They took it out of her hand ; 
they ^iiew she was m^ttej-of-fact. *A clyiking sensation 
cSme into his throat.^ She would not — could not die I 
She was too— too sensible ; an^ she was strong, really 
stro^, like her mother, in spite of her fair prettinessAt 
Itw^s already grovnng dark when at last he opened the 
dooi|, and stood listening. Not a sound ! A milky twilight 
crept abbut the stairway and tlite landings below. He had 
turned back when a sound caught his .ear. Peering <Jpwn, 
he saw a black shape moving, and *1318 heart stood still. 
What was it ? Death ? The shape of Death coming from 
her door ? No I only a maid without cap or apron. She 
came to the foot of his flight of ‘^tairs and said breathlessly ; 
“«nie doctor wants to see you sir." 

He ran down. She stood flat kgainst the wall* tcf let 
Mm mss, and said : 

" Oh, sir 1 it's over." t 
Over ? " said Soames, with a sort of menace; " what 
d’you mean ? " « 

" It's born.tsir." 

He dashed up the fcnir steps in front of him, and came 
suddenly on tlie, doctor in the dim passage. The man was 
wiping liis brow. 

*■ Well ? " he said ; " quick ! " 

" Both living ; it's all right, I think." 

'Soames stood quite still, covering his eyes. 

" I congratulate you," he heard ^e doctor say; ** it 
was touch and go." % 

SojJraes let fall the hand which was covering his face. 
" Thanks," he said ; " thanks very much. What is it ? " 
" Daughter — luckily ; a son would have killed her — 

the head " 

A daughter ! 

" The utmost care of both," he heard the doctor say, 
" and we shall do. Wlicn docs the mdthej" come ? " 

" To-night, between nine and ten, I hope." 

" ril stay till then*. Do you want to see them ?." 

" Not now," said Soames ; ‘^before you go. I’il have 
dinner sent up to you." And he went downstains. 

Relief unspeakable, and yet — a daughter 1 It seemed 
to him* unfair. To have taken that riskr-to have been 
fehrou^n this agony — and what agony I — for a daughter ! 
He stood before tlie bla2dng fire of wood Jogs ia the hall, 
toucMng it with hi.s toe and*tr}dng to readjust himself. 
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‘ My fatlier I " he thoui^ht A ^iiVicir p 
iisguisicg it 1 One ncvt^r got a:l o::c 4 v..r.v^’. v t, * I'.c ' 
And there was'no other*~a it \lcw i-. 

use ! * * •• 

While he was standing tluTe. n 1 r, i ^ 

Come up at once, vwur lather sir.kfnc I - ' * M ’ 

He read it with a tlv ^ens,iV.t :. ( # \d / a 

thought he couldn’t, led anyihnn* attf-T t!,t' r . ' 
but he fe’t Uii.s. Ih^t-just seven, a luv.) K' .un-, , 
at nine, and madame’s tram, il she had <auv"4-t it. cam*, 
in at eight-forty — lie would meet that, ar-d ijJt ll- 
ordered the carnage, ate i>f)ine dinner mrdianuai.v d 
went upstairs. The doctor came out t.« mui • • 
•*Tl>ey‘rc sletping,”* ^ • t t . 

I w'on’t go in/' sud 

dying ; I have to go up h- ah nvU’: ' ” 

The dotitor's fare expressed a kuMi u ub^.‘ c 
tion, II they all as unenu^^'t,..; 

been saying. * . Y 

Yes, I think you may go \uta"hu ‘ a, n i t 

be down soon ? " , #, ^ 

To-morrow,” siiid boames. lh‘te . ? .• ^ a. ^ 

The doctor seemed to hover oti ti.** ‘ J - I - ' , 

■•Good-n.(;ht!" said al u |..a . .1 i.r. ■■ 

awav. He pul on liis fur <<'at IV-H.. • 1^' ■' . 

business. He smok<id aeig-r^ tt'^ m t.a ‘ ^ j , ^ 

MsraredgarctU-s, The niKUt «a-. uu.dv .uuH . ^ ^ i. *.... 

wings ; the carnage lights had u> seaua . ..l 
Hi.s%thcr ! Tliat old, old. man '. A to 

^iti^London train came t t ■ -'• ••' *•• 

and Madame Ujnotte. c,,, v.ta 

yellow in the lamyhght. cane toccanlc t,.c 

dressing-lwg. ^ i *• 

:: 'i- "'f-.: ' " ' ' 

• " lioing well— both. A gio ^ , < r- ■> ts f : ' 

ji^g.cto«»dtnto th..b«>ughax.t ^ _ 

And you. soamw l***®*^ 

•' My jlive to A:she’.'.e " 

*♦ rm going up. 


i,r*v 

A <.uifdi;*ro >?> 

:.f ■ t. \y 
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Tiens I " murxnured Madame Lamotte ; quel 
malheur / ** , • 

EoaCnes took his hat ofL and moved towards his trainjt 
The French 1 " he thought. * • 


CHAPTER XIII 

JAMES IS TOLD 

t * 

A SIMPLE cold, caught in the room with double windows, 
where /he air and the people who saw him were filtered, 
as it were, the room he had mot left since the middle of 
Seutqpber — and James was in deep waters. A little cold, 
passing his little strength and flying quickly to hi? idngs. 
“ He .mustn't catch cold," the doctor had declared, and 
he had gone and caught it. JVhen he first felt it in liis 
throat he had said to his nurse — for he had pne now — 
" There, I, knew how i/t would be, airing the room like 
that ! " For ^ whole day he was highly nervous about 
himself and went irf advance of all precautions and 
remedies ; drawing every breath with extreme care and 
having- his temj[)erature taken every hour. Emily was not 
alarmed. 

But next morning when she went in the nurse whispered, 
"*He won’t have his temperature taken." 

Emily crossed to the side of the bed where he was lying, 
and said softly, " How do you feel, James ? " holding tke 
thermometer to liis lips, James looked up at her. 

" What’s the good of that } " he murmured huskily ; 
" I don't want to know." 

Then she was alarmed, ije breathed with difficulty, 
he looked terribly frail, white, with faint red discoloura- 
tions. She had *' had trouble " with hirfi, Goodness knew ; 
but he was James, had been James foV n^ly fifty years ; 
she couldn’t remember or imagine life \fithout James — 
James, behind all hit fussiness, his pessimism, his crusty 
shell, deeply aflectionate, really kmd and generous So 
them all I » 

All tliat day and the next he hardly ottered a word, 
but there was in his eyes a noticing of everything done 
for hi&i, a look on his face wliich told her ne was fighting ; 
and she aid not lose hope. His very stillness, the way he 
conserved every little scrap of'energy, showed the tenacity 
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ft'itlv which he was fi^^lnuig U'toui^.uNj Im derj lv ^5.1! 
though lier face w;u> compK).sed and.CMiutv^rt.ibir ijj Un 
sick-room, tears ran down her r!ieek> wlter. sli- v%is vui 
of it. . * 


About tea-time on the third d.u^-she lud y.M 
h<jT;^ress, keephif: her aifpcarance ;><> a.s lu-t *u- .1 
because he notued cvcr^'ilutiK— 

“ It’s no use ; Im tired.” was wntlon pUwilv ..v r.»v. tb ^ 
white face, and when slniwent up it» iuin, in* 

” Herd for Soames.” 

” ^'e^, Janies,” ^ke said comb-rtablv , .lU njdit ■ 
at once. " And she kissed his h'lehe.ul A tr.u ih* 
there, and a*^ slie w^^ed it (.‘ft sht* s.i\^ that lav l 
"rateful. Much upstM. and. without hujv umm, s!i^* 


Soames the telegram. . * 

When he entered ou'#of the l)la#k waiule niel.f un' l>; 
lionsc was still as a grave. WartiiM.n s hi.ud {.^^.e L, kr. 
almost narrow ; he ti‘uk the tur to.ii with a s« ii < . 
care, saving : * 

Will ^-ou have a glass <d wir^*. sn ' ^ 

Soames shook Ifls iieud. and lii’* ev<*hn-%v^ni,a.<' n.ipn \ 
Warmson’s Ups twitched ” askuig tu V' «. 
And siiddcnlv he blow lus nose ” h s a taisr 
he said. ” that IVe been with Mr l a ^ i.s* 

Soames left him folding the nut. .ua Wan m . 
the stairs, Ti.is house, wuere he ••■“1 J“™ , 

sheltered, had never semvd to him s.* ^ ^ w 


sneuereu, uatj iit. ▼v. ^ \ . i,. 

and cv).sy. as dunne this 
r^im. It was not ins ta.ste ; ' j 

lincrusta way it w'iis Uie acme of <on».^ . ^ ^ 


And the night was so dark and 

.ithln's. im"l <l"’ 

before he w.us iJferccived. ihe i^Hnl . , , 
moScr and Win^tsed were sitting -n, te;; J_<- 

bed; the nurse^eas moving aw^v lroi t- ^ 

was an empty chair i,.f , ; ’ r r- M 

he moved from tlic d(w» las ">■ tii^ ^ 
hesigned with his hi. iisa-'r- 

Spno the cliay Ls «srr a .*1 As 

breathing was as if strangii 1 . 

in Soames. lo^g ^ „ini bftitS.mg tlf'f 

wasted, listening to Uis St. iig 

passioiute velftmemx of*ai.M- ■ ■ 
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inexorable Nature, kfteelifig on theVhest of that of 
a body, slowly presjing out the breath, pressing oi^t the 
life of the being who was dearest to him in the world. His ^ 
father, of all men, had Ifved a careful* life, moderate, 
abstemious, and this wls his reward — ^to have life slowly, 
painfully squeezed out of him I And, without knowing 
that.ne^spoke, he sai^ : “ It's cruel." 

He saw his mother cover her eyes and Winifred bow 
her face^towards the bed. Wo^nen ! They put up with 
things so mucli better than men. He took a step nearer 
to hi^ father. For three days James t^i-d not been shfved, 
and liis lips and chin were covered with hair, hardly more 
snowy than his forehead. It softened his face, gave it a 
queer iSok already not of this world; His e 5 'es opened. 
Soames went quite close and bent over. The lips moved. 
'*^fre I am, Fathe»." » t 

*• Urn — what — ^what news ? They never tell the 

voice Sied, and a flood of emotion made Soames' face 
work so that he could not spdik. Tell him ? — yes. But 
what ? He made a gre^ eJffort, got his lips togftlhgr, and 
said : * • 

" Good newt, dear, g-^od — Annette, a son." 

" Ah ! " It was the queerest sound, ugly, relieved, 
pitiful, triumphant — like the noise a baby makes getting 
what it wants. The eyes closed, and tliat strangled sound 
of breathing began again. Soames recoiled to the chair 
cuij} stonily sat down. The lie he had told, based, as it 
were, on some* deep, temperamental instinct that after 
death James would not know the trifth, had taken awar 
all perver of feeling for the moment. His arm brushea 
against sometliing. It was his father's naked foot. In the 
struggle to breathe he had pushed it out from under the 
dothes. Soames took it in lus hand, a cold foot, light and 
thin, white, very cold. What tise to put it back, to wrap 
up that which must be colder soon I He wanned it 
mechanically witli liis hand, listening to his father's 
laboured breathing ; while the power of feeling rose again 
within him. A little rob, quicUy smothered, came from 
Winifred, but his motlier sat unmoving with her* eye| 
fixed on James. Soames signed \'o the nurse. 

" Where's the doctor ? " he whispered. 

He’p been sent for." ' * 

** C^a’t you do anything to ease his breathing ? ” 

' " Only Sn injection ; and he can’t stand it. TJ^e doctor 
xiid, wmle he was fighting 
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* • » « 

'"He's not fighting/’ \vhi<i>crctJ )^o.\nv's. " hc\ 
ilowly sinotli<;re<i. It s awful ' • ♦ 

J«imes stirrc^ uneasily, as if he kr-^vv wir.t Oi>v wery 
iaving. Soafties rose and bent (Jvt: nm J i^* '-** 

Tiov(‘d his two hamK, S*»,imrs t k Us'*:;} 

••kHe want^ to be* pulled up/' v.Ia peir-d tlie r.-rr^* 
Soames pullwl Me tlv-nght hr p'.Mh d er;.ilv {>«• I ; 
ihnost of anger piissed over i.iee V', 

plumped the pillovts S(katne;i l.vtd li.r luusd asitl 

bending over kis'^^d his father'^ turehr.-..! ^*. Ijr w-i. 
raising himself ugnfii Jame*-* e> ts t)ent on hnn 1 k 
wliich seemed b) amir irom the yrrv depth- >'1 
lelt within. '* Tm ione, my lx>v/’ it ''''rriod to -.♦a-, 
care of them, take aire of.yourM‘11 , t.<kr vare-'-I le, vr ;j. 

all to you.” ■ , ,, • ^ 

Ves, ves/' Soame.^ whisperi^. yes yes 
Behind' him the nurse did he knrv^ t,. t w' 

father made a tiny m.>veijnent t»f repnl- u ■' 

that inUeferente ; and almo-i at ome 1 /. of-' ’"J 

awavT became <4uiet : he lay •eiy -tia J u- 
expfessi-m on lus Lve passed, a an-. n' v 

took its place. Hi.s cvrlnB tpaNTOd. o t'o '• 
face rested, at Citse. Only by the I Vt».k U* 1 
cvjuld they tell that he was brc-itluu^ m ■ **0 ' 

cnZlu^i. and (oil to ch..r..lanR th.- 1,.. ■>. -m .(.• 
the nurse quietly crying ou-r 
tliat hhc. a straneer should tw lh< u ■ ' ' 

cried! He heard the qu>, I luk .o,d m.t. t '< 
-hiuc. One more old I" .*•' ‘"ll .N;,'! . 
wonderful, they L >11 e f rw.ird ^ .r.rn*<‘ 

}iis mother and ^Vmifm were ^ 

on the sight of James iip=^ i f ian. u mi r* 

over the iret. warming tlu*in b<!.h . tn ) 
colder and coldej i- ha*! = 

im- a .‘Souiid, a dre.tdl d ; .. o .oi ('"i 

lieard, was eogimft Wnai .■ • V' ' ' f 

heart had ■ |t te:ivt ^ ■■ ■ ke.! 

to luve uttered tlu.t fartwtll , <; ■ He !::« -o 

4t«'the face. No ' ' - ' ' ‘ " 


.Jto S.dis v^meu . 

A h’^h* hity he ‘ Y* ' w'md-'-rf jHv «. 

room. JJintes lav .ih.ne 
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shadow and anxiety, with the gravity on his ravaged iace 
^hich jjnderlies gre£tc age, tlie woru^ fine gravity of old 

C(2^S. • c 

soames looked steadily at that face, at tlb fire, at all 
the room with windows thrown opK^n to the London night. 
** G6od-bye T’ he wliispered, and went out. 


CHAPTER XIV. i 

HIS 

He had much to see to, that night and all next day. A 
'telegftiifi at breakfast reassured hip about Annette, spd 
he only caught the last- train back to Reading,* with 
EmiW'sfkiss on his forehead and in his ears her words : 

don't Imow what I should have done without you, 
my dear boy.” , 

He* reacheU his housePat midnight. The weather had 
changed, was itiild agai^j, as though, having finished its 
work and sent a Forsyte to his la.st account, it could relax. 
A second telcgram,*received at dinner-time, had confirmed 
the good news of Annette, and, instead of going in, Soames 
passed down through tlie garden in the moonlight to his 
houseboat. He could sleep there quite well. Bitterly tired, 
he lay down oil tlie sofa in his fur coat and fell asleep. 
He woke soon after dawn and went ©n deck. He stood 
against the rail, looking w^est wiiere the river sw^pt rounef 
in a wide curve under the woods. In Soames, appreciation 
of natural beauty was curiously like that of his farmer 
ancestors, a senvse of grievance if it wa.sn’t there, sharpened, 
no doubt, and civilised, by his researches among landscape 
, painting. But dawn has power to fertilise, the most matter- 
of-fact vision, and he was stirred. It another world 
from the river he knew, under that remoter cool light ; a 
w^orld into which man.had not entered, an unreal world, 
like some strange shore sighted discovery. Its colour 
was not the colour of convention^ was hardly colour at* 
all ; its shapes wer^ brooding yet distinct ; its silexwo' 
^stunning • it had no scent. Why it should^move him he 
qould not tell, unless it were that he felt to alone in it, 
hare of ^all* relationship and all possessions. Into such a- 
world his father might be voyjiging, for afl resefnblance 
R had to the world he liad left. And Soames took refuge 
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from it m womlerin^ wliat jvuiirr c . uhI iuive li.tK v 
justice. The whitc*^?rey witicr w.is kke— hkc Ih^ WIW ^ 
a, fish ! Was it pussftile that \vor!*i whuJ. k* i.r«; 
was all privirtc^pro|>trty. exa ; t tJie \\ *■ r -a- ii rw a 
was tapped'! No tree, gu shrub .i t-U';- ■ i rr ? * 
a^iird or beast, nut even .i hs!i that ui?; . -w' » t> \ , ■ 
once on a time all tl.i'' and ni.irsh .vet iv' 

and weird creatures n umb’d a; <i '‘j'<*rtcd vita t M.n * 
cognizance to give then# uanie^ , natmg h:x if.o i;A«! 
rio^d where those tall, c.crrfullv pl.irtn! v<-, 
dovvm to the water* and ni.jj' h rravird t ' 

side had covered all the pa’^iuie Wei! ‘ tl l;.td t; ■* 
it binder, kcnncllr4 it all up, h'lxdhd it and •’t #nl ti n 
Lawyers' offices. And a gth.j«l thinx* t ! Ihjt > :h' in * 
as now, the ghost of the past tame ««ut iv haiiM .oi^» •J'*'*!* 
arfh whisper to any lliinum wiiiNhamrd i- b- 
“ Out of my iinowmed loneliness >•'« all u.:m^ 

some da V you will all r( t\4,n-! ’ ^ ^ 

And iiames, who Ht the thill am, tra- rrnucs. - 
world^ncw to lum and v. very «i<l . t>:.‘ «■ 
visitinR the scene of Us I'-o-J "-'nt 
liimsclf tea on a spoil l.imp he n.-l .1 c. s u^ 

took out writiiiR m.iteiuls ai.d V: p'.e'ijee 

“On the 2oth msunt .il Ins r<i.i<lem. ni K. k ijre 
Tames Forsvte. m liis ninfty-!it*t ve..r 1 unrta! M n->« ’ 
the 24th at’HiRl-.pite. No rio«.-rs hy rni n M 
“On the 20tii instant at The ^ 

Annette, wife of ivames l-.n>yte. ai •' “•“ ‘ ■‘'I 
Underneath on the blotung p.ip<T he tno"! t. _ 

■' “"was eight k;’;! 

sW round a^ bright ^.ureri ojU .1 a 

wood-smoke went up blue and strai,.- ■ •;> • 

cooed, preening \heir featliers 111 uc . 

on fresli Unen .and dark cl< lays p^c,, 1 -.wien Iw 

Ma.damt Lamottc wa.- Ugn.i.n.K ‘wr 

•sent down. , ,,„i " » ..n i leh u*' 

— ■She Uxtkcd at hw clothes .Ai.- 

pressed his l|and ' "'j'likc m. n 'e ehn ii^'i ^ „ 
doctor say sli can neve, l a'c ", , 

knew that? ’^Soames n<Hia«l - 

petite es*adortl^. »x.n .r* he v/.i« I' • 

Soames got away fr.-m iwr .» 
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^offended him — solid, matter-of-fact, quick, clear — Fr(*nch 
He coujd not bear fcer vowels, her * r’s ; he resented 
the way she had looked at ]^m, as if-it were his fault that 
^nette could never l^ar him a son 1 Hts fault ! He 
• even resented her cheap adoration of the daughter he had 
not y\it seen. •mr 

^ CuricAis how he iil/oed away from sight of his wife and 
‘child! 

One Would have thought he •must have rushed up at 
the first moment. On the contrary,^ he had a soit of 
physical shrinking from it — fastidioiis possessor that he 
was. He was afraid of what Annette was thinking of 
him, auilior of her agonies, afraid of tJte look of the baby, 
afraid of showing his disappointment with the present 
'■knd^-tiie future. ^ 

He spent an hour walking up aind down the drawing- 
room ^fore he could screw his courage up to mount 
the stairs and knock on the dqor of their room, 
li^dame Lamolte opened it. # 

“ Xh ! A* last you Come 1 Elle voys attend ! She 
passed him, a*d Soamw went in with his noiseless step, 
his jaw firmly set, his eyes furtive. 

Aimette was A^ry pale and very pretty lying there. 
The baby was hidden away somewhere ; he could not 
see it. He went up to the bed, and with sudden emotion 
bent and kissed her forehead. 

Here you ure then, Soames,’' she said. “ I am not 
•so bad now. But I sufiered terribly, ^terribly. I am glad 
1 cannot have any more. Oh ! how I suffered 1" ' 

Soahies stood silent, stroking her hand ; words of 
endearment, of sympathy, absolutely would not come ; 
the thought passed through him : " An English girl 
wouldn't have said tliat I " At this moment he kpew 
^'with certainty that he would nevgr be nqar to her in spirit 
and in truth, nor she to him. He had collected her — that 
was all ! And Jolyon’s words came ruslUng;into his mind : 
“ I should imagine you will be glad to have your neck out 
of chancery.” Well, lie had got^it out I Had he got it 
in again ? \ • 

” We must feed you up,” he said, ” you'll soon*.!::: 
^strong.” u 

Don t you want to fee baby, Soames ? ^She is asleep.” 
Of^courrse.” said Soames, very much.” 

He passed round the foot the bed tq;, the dlher side 
*und stood staring. For the first moment what he saw w^as 
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much what he had expected to see— a bahv IV;: h^* 
sUrea and the baov breathed and^ade little 
movements \vitah itsluiy fc.ilwre'i. u steined Uf 
an individtuU shape, prrw to h-dik*' ii j'l.turt' ,i t;i • j,« 
he would know atr-un : i trpji:ivv. ,.k' 

and^ouchinp. It ii«d d:ik h..u dl^- u !.« ' it uif , . 
linger, he wanted to sot* it ^ eves TLev t#v 

dark — whether blue or b^nvn he i. t a 'h.'Y * 
w'liikcd, stiired, they had :i ‘ort oi slv^pv drpt'.T: 4 ” 
Aiid^iiddeiiiv his k'^rt lai* qiuoi, w.irrn, a'w d 
" Ma petite ficur ! ’* Ainiftto su<i • 

“Fleur,” repealed Soanits i “Mcurl we’!! i il; 
that.” • * • ^ 

The sense of triumph and rencw<sl p-,.- ^ ri 
wit^pin him* ^ * 

By r^fd 1 tliis— till., lumg * 

1918-19. 




JOHN GALSWOR'THT’S 
YHE FOR^TTR SAGA 

COMPLETE RcstfaMt, and the hdeli^ tD.> truth which ii 
beauty, mercy, etcen to those from whom his 
fastidiQttS sense of the honour of humiirinter- 
couhe revolted — ^it is from this creed that his 
'VOLUMES greatest work sprang. For^thesc Forsyte Saga 

^ u TOoks are the n^els\>f England and the criti- 

cism *^f England, that land and people ^hidi Mr. Galsgvortby 
liked and described so vividly. *- 

MAN OF PBOFpiRTT. 

This, the first volume of Tbi Pnftyti reveals the remarimble 
•>hisijdlt, (ihe brilliant descriptive style, the fine sense of dram|». the 
unaffected sincerity, which have placed john Galsworthy among the 
great writers of our day. The reconciliation of father and son, the 
comedy *and tragedy of Soames Forsyte's marital relations and 
Bosinney’s failure are revealed in this first episode in the history of 
the Forsytes yrith stirring i^alism and sympathetic irony.*^ Here is 
life, with its realities, its mysteries, itt vanities, s&d its strife, expressed 
with supreme tlsll. « 

IN CHANCERY 


la one of the outstanding novels of the Forsyte series. The period, 
as interesting and important as any in EngUsh history, covers the 
close of the Victorian era and the dawn ot a new century. It was 
theVnd of an epoch which had favoured property and had created 
the upper middle class, an era which had tanonised hypocrisy ^ it 
nevertheless was a great age. It bad seen the expansion of the 
Forsytes, raised them higher on this wave of prosperity, and in this 
book one follows the fortunes of Soames Forsyte through the 
critical years which see his marriage to Annette and the birth of 
that important person, Fleur. ^ 


TO LET 

i 

The third volume of the For/jf/f Sa^ takes us argeoeration further 
in the history of a family which has almost taken its place in the 
history of our country, so brilliant is Mr. Galsworthy’s conception, 
and so convincing his detail. Use sto'Y of the Forsytes is one of 
the greatest pieces of fictkio in our literature ; and To Lei is peslN»|; . 
the q;iost dramatic and vital phase of the entire wr rk. Of To Ltf it 
can onlgfjW' said that it reveals the philosopher, tbe^poet, the romantic 
fgalist, a^d t^ supreme nartator at be will be rememb^ed among'^t 
ouk g^test Men of Letteca. 4 

€kmHnu9d on S^Mt Pag§ 



.THE'W9IT1 MONKEY 

Tbt Whin Mofiktjt one^the mow intettttMlg md ws'tvi* 

in the Forsyte scric^ It magnir^t utMdf of EngU^h Tij?e »*>| 
character in the pic*t>wv yean-Hi perir^dNn wh»ch *fai»‘ 

dards of the national UfcWcit^hanging, bcoitning ro<?« attuqirni tr» 
the quiS^er tempo of a new generatKin. Jolm GaUw<»fthY^*i>^tr)iiv^9 
it all in his own vivid and penetrating way. Tht White Memkry mutri 
as one of the greatetil nov€U ol^hc age. ' * 


THE SaVER SPOON 

The Sij^ SpboitaLtnen on tl^e vivid stor^of the 
recountedin the preceding novels of the icric*, The At« ef n , 
In Chancery, To Let and The Wbtte Mmhe. It revetb Mr. 
at his finest prince am{»ng*«tory tellers, a nuster of leate i^i*»**n 
drama, andTa great ph%)Sophcr, 


SWAN SONd* 

In W S<mf the mighty Ktie. of Foreytt oo«li ^ 

end. It tcpre«m» «1« .plcndid crotro of • dunrtlo. .hrd . 
the £nal Tolume of the pcateM «-h.cvc«ni tn Ug.-tb 

Utemtuxe. No author haa c«r gi«n auch a .pa^ndtJ ^«-o« 
Ldy of the English chatactef tboHiKhout a grtat tr. of h.. ..ry 
c 2 Kane is creat enough to stand by Hiell « • ttu<trrp.fir '4 

buTiot « -bo b4« Mip-cd ... - - 

Fo»?!S tht, novel wtli 1. 



impressioo has he made on out memory, a 
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